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!HE professor gently laid down the 
maniiscript of his third lecture on 
style, and capped the shield upon his 
fountain-pen. Although the lectiu-e 
was unfinished, and he was amid- 
stream of the creative current, he re- 
membered that his sister was to be taken to the f oiu-- 
o'dock train. It had never been the habit of the 
household to excuse him from any of the practical 
aspects of life which a hard-worked man of intellect 
and some imagination may be spared, if there is 
any one to spare him. If he had the instincts of a 
dreamer he seldom knew their gratification. 

Lost, strayed, or stolen domestic responsibilities 
which did or did not belong to anybody in par- 
ticular were traced to him as a matter of course. 
He never disowned them; it would have done no 
good if he had. It might be anything — a catch in 
the plumbing, or a deficiency of floss sUk. Was the 
child sick ? Had the cook given notice ? Was the 
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caterer late ? Had a trustee been coldly received by 
a new jxirlor maid ? The call of every care clamor- 
ed at the study. In this instance, as his wife had 
not hesitated to remind him, the interruption was 
legitimate. Jane was his sister, and somebody 
must take Jane to the tmin. 

While he stcxxl trying to clamp the sheets of the 
lecture with the tenderness of a man for his mxuiu- 
script, the study dcKir burst lK)isterously inwanl, 
and a whirl of wind t<x>k the pages all over the 
room. His little boy blew in on the gust. 

"Hurry up there, Papa! Mommer says to tcU 
you-** 

The lK»y pmceciled to relate what Mommer said 
to tell. It was to Ix* noticed that while he usc<l 
the l)abyish "Mommer," he manfully s:iid "Pajxi." 

The child's shrill voice had a jx^remptory note, 
set to a key that is apt to be inherite^l. The pro- 
fessor listened absently; he was on his hands and 
knei^ picking up p;iges. His sister came in and 
heljHNl him. 

**Theri**s plenty of time,** she said, soothingly. 
"Young Sheflleld has g«»t the steam on. Don't 
hum' s'*, Mvrton. It tires you.*' 

Miss Ferris was a meavrn* w<»man, and long — al- 
most as tall as hrr bn»lher, she stoofx^l with dif- 
ficulty in \\vx stilT gniy traytlling dri*ss. She n*- 
m<»yiNl lu-r gloyes. an<l put tlie i»;igi»s of the m;mu- 
script t'»gfther with nu'th«»lical. New Knglantl 
fingers; she had always done things to m:ike Myrton 
aimfortablc; her mtaher had bn>ught her up that 
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way. The professor felt more thankful than he 
tised to feel to Jane ; nobody spoiled him now. He 
glanced at her neat blond hair and mild middle- 
aged mouth gratefully. 

"Tessa had to go out," observed Miss Ferris, 
without looking at her brother. 

" Isn't she here to say good-bye to you ?" demand- 
ed the professor in a controlled voice. 

"She's gone to the scampus," the child an- 
nounced. "Some boys sent Harry Sheffield after 
her. It's a ball game. She said she couldn't be 
kept waiting round. Philo's gone with her. Can't 
I go in the Tommybabel? Say, Papa, I want to 
go! I want to go too-oo — oo." 

When Jane Ferris said, "Be quiet, Trip!" she 
took the tone with which one used to speak to 
children in Vermont when she was young. But 
the method of address was an anachronism to Trip, 
who stamped the third lectiu"e on style with his 
little foot. The boy shrilled on more authorita- 
tively than petulantly. 

" Why does he not help you pick up the manu- 
script ?" asked Miss Ferris in a low voice. The pro- 
fessor turned his brilliant eyes perplexedly upon 
her. It never occurred to the father of the period 
to ask his son to pick up anything. 

**0h, I'll pick 'em up," suggested Trip, with a 
condescending bob of yellow curls, **if I can go in 
the Tommybabel." 

Trip was a little fellow, still in his blue Russian 
blouse ; but his language had something of the dig- 
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nity natural to the household of the professor of 
rtietoric and English literature. When Trip said 
••scampus," or •'Tommybabel," the solecism awoke 
a finer smile than it would have done had the 
case been that of the pltmiber*s child or the ca- 
terer's. 

•• Harry Sheffield buildcd the fire/' persisted Trip. 
*' I arxed him to. I wanted to see the Tommybabel 
sputter up. I wanted to go too— oo— oo." 

His father, perceptibly hesitating, looked at the 
child with luminous, parental eyes. 

•'Who will hold him on the way back?" asked 
the old maid, dispassionately. 

'* Y<ni arc not at all timid about this sort of thing, 
are you, Jane?" 

The professor put the question politely as he 
handed his sister into the steam-carriage. He had 
bnmght the machine to the side of the house. It 
was rather a large house, of the style built for pro- 
fcssi>rs in New England seventy-five or a hundred 
years ago; it was (xiinted white, with green blinds; 
it had a thoughtful, flat roof, with a discreet rail- 
ing, and two ells, or wings, which, to the irreverent 
imagination, seemed to be alxmt to flap and fly. 
In one of these (as the cluiir had done since the 
creation of the deiKirtment) the |»rufossor had his 
studv. 

Tile autumn c«nanos was plant^il under the study 
window; it stixn! si'ven feet tall, and blossomed 
riotously that year. Stars of crimson, lake, and 
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white btimed above Fenis's head as he brushed 
by; he broke one and put it in his coat; he was 
ftill of boyish, joyous impulses, and cared for flow- 
ers. He was apt to put them in his buttonhole 
himself. Tessa did not think of it. 

**I am not afraid to go anywhere with you, 
brother," replied Miss Ferris. 

This answer pleased Myrton Ferris; it indi- 
cated, he felt, the attitude becoming to women. 
Smiling, he started the carriage, carefully respect- 
ing the speed limit, as a professor must, but in- 
creasing it as he could; he whirred exultantly 
through the village, face to the hills, hand on 
throttle, foot on brake, fire in his eye, and youth 
in his heart. His shoulders showed their fine shape 
through his rubber touring-coat; he **sat tall," as 
the students put it. Harry Sheffield (who came 
from the coast) took bicycle trips with him some- 
times, and said, ** Ferry sits like a main-mast." 

We are not recording the biography of a genius, 
hardly that of a great man (though this may de- 
|>end upon the definition), but in one respect Myr- 
ton Ferris had that happy tmion of opposite qual- 
ities which goes so far to make the extraordinary 
character — ^he was an athletic scholar. Already 
recognized — and he was but forty-three — as stand- 
ing well to the front of his department, he golfed, 
he climbed, he fenced, he sailed, he handled a good 
fresh-water oar, he swam like a fish. When he 
was a lad (although an honor man) he was on the 
college team. This circimistance, and the tradi- 
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tions adhering to it. gave him popularity among 
the students. He was the favorite pn)fessor. 

As h« rode down the main street of the town he 
met the president of the college, who signxilled a 
wish to speak with him. Ferris brought the rock- 
ing carriage to an artistic sU^p. 

** We have change<l the hour of the faculty meet- 
ing tx) half-i>ast seven," said the president. ''That 
mattcT of the electives comes up. You will be 
sure and be there? A go<xi deal depends on you." 

*'Oh. rU be on hand," assented Ferris, heartily. 
**0)unt ujxm me." 

**Tliat is a habit I have acquired," replied the 
prc*si*lent, smiling. He lifted his hat t/> Miss Ferris, 
who glanced after him wth timid admiration. 

Tlie president of Routledge would have l)eon a 
distinguished figure anywhere, and was pre-eminent 
in the studious, secluded college circle. He was a 
man of the world, and familiar to it. Incidentally 
he was a widower, but Jane Ferris W>ked at him 
without thinking of that; she had the old-fashioni*d. 
virgin:il heart; her brother <xxrui>i«l it, as he had 
dunt* tViT since he wa^ bom. 

laiu' Ferris held hard to the rail of the auU^ 
mol»il«- as the carriage blew jast the cam) ms and 
the vv»l! -links. 

**TluTr*s a tournament ti>-morrow," siiitl Myrton. 
happily. 

*'Y«»irn* champion, aren't you?" she iKmttnl. 
Her lii»s WfTe puq)U', her hantls were cmUI. She 
was in terror of her life; but neither gasolene, 
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kerosene, nor electricity could have torn from her 
the confession of the fact. She had always be- 
lieved that the world spun for Myrton's sake; and 
if this composite of hurricane and hell fire could 
make him happy, she would have perished in the 
explosion which she momentarily anticipated with- 
out a quaver of cowardice or reproach. Jane was 
almost reconciled to his marriage when she per- 
ceived his boyish delight in the automobile — a 
luxury which only a "professor with property" 
could command. Whatever else was to be said 
of Tessa, she had been handsome about her 
money. 

" You will take my good-bye to her ?" Miss Ferris 
repeated for the third time as Myrton lifted her 
out at the station. 

"Why, you're trembling!" exclaimed the pro- 
fessor. 

In fact, poor Jane could hardly stand; every 
nerve and muscle shook with soUd fright. She 
did not look at the steam-carriage as she jtmiped 
out, but turned her back on its b^ef ul figure. She 
wished that she might never see it again. The 
smoke of its torment went up in her biblically 
trained imagination; nor, to this hoiu", has it gone 
down. 

The train was already screaming down the val- 
ley, and Myrton hurried away to check her trunk. 
He got aboard with her, and had to run for it to 
leap off. He left her quivering with the little ap- 
prehensions which women cannot control, and men 
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neither understand nor respect. She looked from 
the car window as long as she could sec him. He 
stood bareheaded and smiling, cap in hand; his 
touring-coat was open, and showed his strong 
throat tanned from the summer's outings ; the cos- 
mos (it was a white one) gleamed like an order 
upon his heart; his merry eyes burned blue fire; 
she could not sec the lines on his forehead at that 
distance, or her glasses were dim. Myrton looked 
the eidolon of vigor, both of the body and the 
mind, and happier than he was. 

Ferris, in the stcam-c«'irriage, rode out into the 
country; he had the c;ise of heart known only to 
men who live by their brains when the strain is 
temporarily, l<x>sened. No boy cutting recitation 
for a frolic ^^as happier than the pn)fessor out-of- 
d(K)rs. He worshij^iKxl **the gcxi of the open air," 
and never had in term-time hixU a chance tf> cul- 
tivate this religion. He took his outings seri<nisly, 
one might almost say sacrament'iUy. Days im- 
prisonetl in the viti;itcil atmosphere of lecture- 
HHims, and nights worn gniy ^ith anxious and 
anibiticnis study, drew their un;ippi»Jisablc revenge 
out of an hour like this. He w:is an enthusiastic 
mast4T of his machine, and handletl it affectionately. 
He covetetl the constnousness of freetlom, the s<*iise 
f>f wings, the thrill f>f fliyjht; this is a si»ns;ition 
which no other {**nr\ of s|K»rt j^ives in e<|u;il inten- 
sity ti) its i!ev<»tet». Ferris i<lealize<l it, i>erhai»s, 
but loved it the more for Uiat. He knew for Uie 
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first time in his athletic life how birds feel, and 
dreamed that he trnderstcxd their psychology. 

The month was October; it has been known in 
the region from that day to this as *'the grand 
October. ' ' There had been no rain for many weeks, 
and a sun-drenched world had fought the frosts 
back; so we see pain vanquished by sheer force of 
joy. Routledge, like most of otir cotmtry college 
towns, was held in the palm of a hill cotmtry, and 
all the horizons were high. 

Heavily wooded and imtraversed, these had 
fltmg out an early and a matchless coloring; the 
oldest eyes in the village did not and the most 
observant could not remember such an oriflamme. 
The atmosphere was saturated with resplendence; 
one seemed rather to breathe color than air; violet 
haze exhaled from valleys still palpitating green, 
and smoke trailed from bonfires of leaves — spirals 
and spires of that exquisite, that evanishing blue 
which looks more like a soul than anything nature 
offers us, unless it be a "rose-cloud dimly seen 
above." Miles within miles the forest withdrew 
itself and . gathered depth of feeling. Oak and 
chestnut, ash and maple, pine and birch and pop- 
lar, took on a splendid reserve like stanzas com- 
pact of smouldering words which set ablaze the 
scorn of death, the determination of life. It was 
one of the days that lift the heart of the happy 
and deceive the consciousness of the sad. It was 
one of the hours when it seemed incredible (the 
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professor thought) that man has not the right to 
live forever in this world, and doubtful if there 
exist another as attractive. 

He rode in a kind of pagan ecstasy, and he rode 
a good while. As he whirred along in the now 
deepening and dulling afternoon, he sang a catch 
from an old English song that he used in the class- 
room as an illustration of the adequate opening 
which declines to an inadequate close. He had 
forgotten, as was rather natural to him, the weak- 
er, and remembered the stronger lines, 

** Golden and glorious. 
Autumn victorious! 
Pltng all your banners into the sun!" 

He threw back his fine head and repeated the 
refrain joyously; his athletic figure rose from his 
carriage like that of a Greek charioteer on a panel ; 
he was carved out of one piece with his wheels. 
The uncouth costimie — the touring-coat, the cap, 
the visor, the mask — seemed only to modemixe an 
ancii^t scene, as to-day modernizes, but does not 
esc^a{x\ the emotion of yesterday. 

The n>ads were quite deserted, for he had taken 
the longest way anmnd through the farming region, 
and he let the machine out a little. Tlie abrupt 
twilight of the hill anintry had now come on. 
Sucl(k*nly he {XTceivetl that it was almost dark. 
He sti)p{)etl the carriage and lighted the acetylene 
lam{)s; they blazed into his happy facx* and seemed 
to scrutinize it; he swung in, opened the throttle 
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again, and whirled on. He was an expert driver, 
destitute of fear, intelligently, even intellectually 
cautious. With a little laugh he recalled the ex- 
pression of his sister's face at the station. What 
was it like to find one's self a being of that sort — 
helpless, pitiable, the prey of petty apprehension, 
mentally, because physically unfit? In the now 
heavily pressing darkness his voice rang out, 

** Golden and glorious, 
Autumn victorious! — " 

His strong fingers gripped the handle-bar and 
grew to it as though it were one of his own muscles. 
The chug! of the exhaust seemed to adopt the 
rhythm of his heart. Shadow cut from shadow, 
his powerful form dominated the dark into which 
he was leaping. He was the mythology of steam 
and motion — the centaur of our day. Intellect 
and muscle, will and machinery, man and fire, 
were one. 

He had some such thoughts as these as he swung 
into the village, but they quickly dispersed in the 
strain upon his skill and attention necessitated by 
the exchange of motmtain roads for college streets. 

He checked his speed cautiously, although the 
carriage was still driving at a comfortable pace. 
The lights of the town looked more numerous than 
usual, and brighter; they pulsated, and seemed to 
swing towards him like signals ; possibly they con- 
fused him a little — the roads that he had travelled 
had been so dark. He spun past the golf-links 
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with boyish anticipation of to-morrow's tourna- 
ment, and climbed the long hill from whose top 
he should make a swift run home. The large 
white colimms of the president's mansion came 
gleaming in sight. The campus, from which the 
last groups were blending away, slid by in shadow. 
By a turn of the head he could see the shining 
windows of his own house. He wondered if his 
wife had got back; Tessa was an uncertain little 
figure in the domestic foreground. At the foot of 
the hill lurked the bridge which he had been keep- 
ing in mind. It was a narrow Vidge, and had 
been out of onlcr; it spanned a small creek, or 
large brook, a tributary of the distant river; he 
remembered tf> have heard a workman say as he 
nxie by with Jane that the repairs woukl be fin- 
ished by night. Nevertheless, with his natural 
thoroughness he shot a keen look out from umler 
his vi.s<)r as he began to descend the hill. The 
lights in the college janitor's house at the foot of 
the descent seemed lower than usual, or a little 
huddled. 

The jnofessor came down at a prudent pace; 
this accelerated as he approached the level. 

The n>ad had nmghened considerably, and the 
machine lx*gan U) jar; it struck some unexpected 
obstniction, and his f()t>t slipixxl from the brake. 
T\w carriage tx^k a sudtli^n leap ahead and swtTved 
violently. 

The acetylenr eyes of the machine appeared to 
have seen danger, and the automobile shied. 
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Simultaneously with the shock there came to the 
professor's consciousness the knowledge that the 
repairs on the bridge were not completed, and 
that he had mistaken for the janitor's kitchen or 
stable lights the danger signals of the broken and 
half-obstructed road. 

He felt rather than saw the swaying and shiver- 
ing of lanterns, and thought rather than heard the 
crackling of broken glass. The carriage uttered a 
sotmd not tmlike a groan. It smote a heap of 
gravel and stone, reared, leaped, and ran like a 
frightened horse. 

The first thing of which Ferris was conscious as 
he went hurling out was a sense of mortification — 
the keen mortification of an athlete who has been 
beaten by the materials of his own game. 

"Any Freshman on his trial trip might have 
done as stupid a thing!" He struck out mightily 
to prevent th^ worst — but granite and gravel re- 
ceived him in a crash of stinging pain. 

"The railing of the bridge is left," he thought. 
His arms groped and gripped for it, and clasped 
the air. As he fell, with the instinct of the in- 
tellectual man who is accustomed to relate cause 
and effect as naturally as he inhales or exhales 
breath, he accurately explained to himself his 
situation : 

"The carriage broke the railing of the bridge 
when it threw me out. I am going over, and it is 
all up with me." 

He did not cry out, but plunged grimly and silently. 
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The automobile ran on. Mastcrless and mad- 
dened, it presented at first a desperate appearance, 
like that of a runaway horse. All the lawless at- 
titudes of which it was capable took their turn 
within its throbbing frame. It trembled, it leaped, 
it rrKked, it shivered, it suflfered spasms, and as 
we said, it shied. The beating of its heart could 
l>e heard like that of some powerful creature too 
sensitive to be a monster, but too savage to be 
tamed. It seemed Uy have received from the acci- 
dent as severe a shock as the man, and to be equally 
conscious of danger. 

1 1 so happened by a great fortune Jiat the street 
was clear at that point, and the machine had its 
mania to itself. It collided with nothing and nc>- 
brxly, and, in fact, no perscm had noticed the run- 
away. It bounded on for a few minutes, entirely 
unthwarted, assimiing an awful license, ^ith which 
no being of the species that we call intelligent in- 
terfered. 

1 1 is known that metals suffer fatigue, that their 
tissues undergo waste and repair ; that they require 
rest, and are reinvigorated by it; that they ex- 
IK^rience decay and death. Who shall say that 
they never think ? Or that they cannot feel ? 

The automobile gradually began to exhibit a 
curious vacillation; its acetylene pupils seemed tf> 
dilate wth jxTplexity; it waven^tl, ami showetl a 
tendency to slow down; it shcnik, as if with some 
inexplicable imkxrision. It seemed like a sentient 
thing, whose rage was cooling into regret. It 
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backed off the road as the motor-carriage must to 
turn in narrow places, and so moved completely 
around. Now, heading in the direction whence it 
had come, and rapidly covering the ground that it 
had traversed as a runaway, the automobile be- 
gan to retrace its co\u-se. An onlooker, had there 
been any, might have said that the rebel returned 
as a penitent. 

Nothing is so incredible as truth, and no writer 
of fiction would venture to invent the circumstance 
that we have to relate. It is a simple transcription 
of fact that the machine, driven, who shall say by 
what — cohesion of atoms? or force of remorse? — 
went back as it had come, returned to the bridge, 
hurled itself upon the heap of gravel and stone, 
now dark in the ruins of the shattered and ex- 
tinguished lanterns, and panting, exhausted, quiv- 
ering in every iron bone and wooden sinew, came 
to a stop at the spot where it had betrayed and 
dashed the man. 

There, its heart of fire broke, and flashing, flared 
and blazed. The detonation followed instantly. 
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HE report of the blazing carriage 
was heard for a considerable distance, 
and aroused attention, idle or curioiis, 
concerned or indifferent, according 
to the temperament of the listener. 
The first, because the finest anxiety 
t^) ri-si^md to the explosion, was that of a dog. 

When the ball game was over, and the boys 
came pouring jx^l-mell home, one group lingered 
and rctumetl leisurely fnmi the campus. Thn*c 
or f<iur students, members of the texim, escorted a 
lady— a little lady, who might have rejiched on 
tiptm* t^) their massive shoulders. They were 
eagiTly discussing the game wth her; she knew 
the jargon of the play as well as they did, and her 
st;u(at> laugh {mnctuated a torrent of t;dk alxiut 
••pilrhcT/* ••caUher,** '•short-stop/* and •'centre 
fit-M/' which cn)wdi.»<l the mc*rr\' air. One of the 
group ditl not laugh, but guardwl the lady soIktU'. 
'Hiis was a c<K'krr-s{Kinifl, who, failing to share the 
enlhusiasm «»f Rt»utltt!ge f<>r l>;is**l>;ill an en- 
thusiasm wi«h-ly ex{K»rirnct*<l and warmly culti- 
vat<nl by lM»lh the college and the town- -had fol- 
lowed the mistress cjf his lumschold dutifully to 
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the campus, where he had spent a dreary after- 
noon dodging the endearments of strange ladies, 
or the indignities of familiar boys, and cherishing 
a profoiind personal scepticism as to the value or 
interest of the national game. 

The spaniel was a thoroughbred, weighing about 
twenty potmds ; he was black, with the white mark- 
ings that have gone out of fashion — the gleam in 
the forehead, the ruffle at the throat and breast, 
which, to the taste of those who prefer what is 
called "a light animal," add so much to the at- 
tractions of the cocker. The dog was unfashion- 
able in another respect — his tail had not been cut, 
and its curling plume had the unmutilated beauty 
given by nature to the breed. The long, black 
feather began to swish slowly as the spaniel, pleased 
at the prospect of home and supper, shadowed the 
wife of his master. It would not be easy to ex- 
plain how the dog gave the impression that he 
classified the lady in this manner, having, in fact, 
failed to accept her as the mistress of his heart's 
allegiance. 

When the group of students began to lounge 
away, swinging towards the dormitory halls, leav- 
ing the lady w4th a single escort, the dog's tail 
ceased to stir; he assumed a dejected air, and his 
ears went down critically. Suddenly they leaped, 
every hair on his body stiffened, he wheeled and 
planted his feet; his head turned listening far on 
one side, as if the vibrations of the darkness con- 
veyed to him in advance the intelligence of the 
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distant and mysterious shock which now shook 
the cool autumn air as the spaniel (observing with 
racial unconcern) had watched a terrier shake a rat. 

•*\Vhat a horrid noise!** complained the lady; 
she stiirtcd girlishly. ** Anybody being hazed?*" 
She shrank tou-ards the student, who offered his 
arm protcctingly to his professor's wife. 

** Don't be alarmed. I'll take care of you. It 
must be blasting somewhere.*' 

**lt hasn't hit the dog, has it?" observed Mrs. 
Ferris, trembling against the young man*s shoul- 
der. •* Where is Philos?*' 

But Philos was not to be seen. Before the re- 
verlxMTition had ceased to echo the spaniel had 
vanished in the dark. The student and the jm^- 
fessor's wfe whistled and cxUled conscientiously fur 
a few minutes, and then walked slowly on. 

"Oh. he'll be all right," she said, with the in- 
difference of a wfmian who tolerates but tloes not 
love htT husband's dog. 

Now. a dog lives in a chronic condition of ex- 
quisite anxiety for those he loves, which no man 
and few women (if any) can understand; and 
Philos was one of the sensitives of his race. 

The s]xmicl had plunged through the dimly 
lightetl street with head held muzzle up; he sniffed 
the trembling air, and ran ino^herently for a while; 
then his nose went down, and he l>egan lo scent 
his way through the mysteri<nis space's inti> which 
masters <lisap{)ear. and out of which they may or 
may not come again. 
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Evidence that is too fine for human senses serves 
these little love-detectives, nor does it often betray 
them : it may be a trail of gasolene, differing — who 
shall say how? — from other gasolene — the indefin- 
able trace of the adored in the oily waste that had 
fallen from the locker, the mysterious penumbra 
of the master in the very air through which his 
empty carriage had whirled — and now, tossed into 
a tangle of shrubbery, out of sight and scent of 
mere human beings, a glove! — a stiff, rubber gaunt- 
let, precious and familiar. 

It is the spaniel nature to lie upon the master's 
clothes, and Philos, for one wasted moment, obeyed 
his nature. With a whine of delight he threw him- 
self upon the gauntlet, caressing it with pretty 
motions of the head and paws, as if the object of 
his search had been attained, and there were an end 
of it. But he quickly dropped the glove and, 
seized with uncontrollable apprehensions, leaped 
away. 

For a while after his pltmge from the broken 
bridge into the bed of the shallow stream Myrton 
Ferris retained his consciousness, which was, in a 
way, the worst of it. He perceived at once that 
he must be badly hurt. In the spot that he had 
struck there were more rocks than water, and that 
he had gone crashing upon some cruel specimens 
of these was clear. His mind struggled for its 
mastery of a bruised and broken body. He tried 
to call, but whether his voice refused him, or 
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whether there were no person within hearing of it, 
he could not decide. It occurred to him that few 
people passed over the bridge after dark, and that, 
in its present condition of disrepair, in fact, no 
one might cross it again that night. He thought 
of the janitor, but the house seemed tmaccount- 
ably a great way off ; the lights in the cottage win- 
dows wavered or went out or were not — the in- 
jured man could not say which — before his strain- 
ing eyes. He made several distinct efforts to call 
the janitor by name : 

••Taker! Carl Taker? Oh, Taker!" 

But these proved ineffectual, and it began to 
seem to Ferris somehow not quite worth while to 
repeat them. It struck him that when one had 
so little strength to give, perhaps so little time to 
live, the margin of either might be better employed 
than in yelling to Taker. By the time that he had 
reached this conclusion, the explosion took place. 

To the helpless man this brought a spasm of 
acute and extraordinary consciousness. The un- 
expectedness of the shock; its rebellious force; the 
long reverberations which the hills repeated; the 
infuriated hissing of the steam ; the in)nical escape 
of the gasolene; the flare, the scorch, and then the 
flxuno — forcitl his imagination into hybrid activity, 
at tmv moment as dehrious as it wiis sane the next. 

The first thought of the wounckxl professor was: 
**I am more hurt than I su{>i)os<tl. I ;un going to 
die — and this concussion that I hear and feel is 
my form of death. Probably it varies ^ith differ* 
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ent people even in the same circumstances." Then: 
"Why, no! The gasolene-tank has exploded. The 
automobile is on fire. ... I shall lose my ma- 
chine," he added, regretfully. For a moment it 
seemed important that he should lose his machine. 
Then, immediately nothing seemed important. He 
lay looking up at th2 pageant of fire upon the 
bridge with a gratified sense of its spectacular 
effect. He did not even wonder that it was so 
long in attracting attention ; it seemed natural that 
he and the machine should meet dissolution to- 
gether and alone; he had been very fond of the 
machine — ^more so than of anything in his athletic 
life. Then he began to remember, but rather slow- 
ly, that there were other things of which he was 
more fond. 

Now, with a blinding vividness — like that of the 
fire that flared above him, expressing the features 
of his white face upon their backgrotmd of rocks 
and water — he was smitten with visions of his 
child. He did not think about his wife, at first — 
only of the boy. 

Trip, in his Russian blouse, stood with his lordly 
air, watching while the manuscript of the third 
lecture on style was picked up laboriously from 
the study floor. Trip, with his tmder lip put up, 
kneaded wet, big eyes with grimy little knuckles, 
pathetically begging a ride in the Tommybabel. 
Trip was a symmetroscope. Put any trifle tmder 
the lens through which you viewed the child, and 
the consequence would be incalculable. Now, 
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Trip, flashing from tears to temper, stamped his 
tiny foot and imperiously demanded that he should 
go too-oo-oo. Suppose the boy had gone, too? 

Jane Ferris, in her gray travelling>suit, stood 
by the piazza, under the tall cosmos. She was 
about to make a difficult ascent of the automobile. 
Her boots were cloth, wit!i elastic on the sides. 
There was a pucker in her forehead. She had her 
old-maidish look. She said, "Who will hold him 
on the way back?" 

The professor's heart tightened in his anguished 
body. For the first time since the maniac car- 
riage had htu'led him into the claws of death, he 
was conscious of some species of religious emotion, 
and his bruised lips muttered a half -audible 
•*Thank God!" 

If Jane never did another thing of any conse- 
quence as long as she lived; if she passed out of 
sight and memory as a significant but tmobserved 
figure in a play crosses the stage in the first scene, 
and appears on it no more — Jane had lived to a 
pur]K>se so definite and so important that — who 
knew ? — she might have been created to that end ; 
nor wotild she in the least have resented the im- 
plication of the father's heart; she was that kind 
of woman ; she would have lived, or died, or never 
lived at all, had the choice been given her, for 
Myrton's s;ike. And Jane had saved his boy. 

With that Ferris thought no more about Jane. 
She ceased fn>m his mind like a sentence he had 
read, when his attention was swung on by the next 
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and more absorbing one. There was the boy — 
and still the boy ! The little fellow ran along under 
the cosmos ; it towered above his head like a grove ; 
he tossed his ctirls with a certain scornful way of 
his; he got it from his mother; he would grow to 
be Uke his mother ; he would grow up— how ? Poor 
little lad! No man to look after him, a big fellow 
at college, reeling home nights — tmfathered, uncon- 
trolled. . . . Would it have been better for the Uttle 
chap if he had gone, too, in the Tommybabel ? A 
cry that the pangs of his crushed body had not 
wrung from him parted the pale lips of the father : 

"She never can manage Trip without me. It 
is not in her." 

Stimulated by this worse than his physical an- 
guish he tried to call and call again for help, strug- 
gling up on one elbow, and staring at the still de- 
serted bridge ; it had caught now, from the machine, 
and it was blazing beneath and behind the ruined 
carriage. Above, he could see the sky — a cloudy 
sky stabbed by a few sharp stars. The effort 
overcame him ; he sank back, plashing in the shal- 
low water. He thought that he heard distant feet 
or voices. But this was now an unimportant cir- 
ctunstance. He felt as shipwrecked men do in 
freezing seas, who drown because it does not seem 
worth while to hold on. 

He was recalled to consciousness by a kiss. Life 
stirred at his side; a tender, curling creature clung 
there. Something lapped him behind the ear, and 
he perceived that it was something which had done 
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the same before, llie act had a certain familiarity 
that struck him forcibly and enabled him to battle 
\%4th his benimibed brain. He turned his face 
feebly, and it rested upon the warm body of a 
panting dog. 

•*Philos!" he said. "Why, Philos!" 

The dog, who had been crying for joy, uttering 
little yelps and yaps between kisses, now began 
to whine distressfully, and to paw at the helpless 
thing which, having been, was always master. 
Philos was doing his best to get the man to his 
feet. 

**Y<ni thought of me, old fellow — didn't you?** 
muttered the professor. "Out of a whole townful 
— it Ux>k you to do it." 

He Ui{)scd away when he had said so much as 
this, nor did he try to say or to do anything more. 
He felt, in fact, that Philos would take care of 
him ; the dog was capable of it. Why amcem him- 
si^lf? 

Tlie t)wn was now alive and pulsating t> the 
s|x>t. The janitor, Ixring of the nice that, having 
ryi*s. see not, had some time since discoviTctl the 
auti^mobile, but not the man; he had rung in the 
tire alarm, and was lalM)ri<msly <Kxnipie<l in tr>'ing 
t) s;ive the machine. The deixirtmimt came clang- 
ing do\%-n the strtvt, and the college thuncU-reil Ihs 
hind it. Before one o>uld turn on the hivl. scores 
of stutlents jKukftl the burning bridge, and In-fore 
one could siiy. How many! they were hundreds. 
The president was rqxirtcxl as somewhere on the 
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way, and several of the faculty, sprinting like boys, 
came panting up into the shouting crowd. The 
fireman did not shout; they worked in the half- 
supercilious silence with which they were accus- 
tomed to treat an unimportant alarm. Supposing 
themselves to have been called to a brush fire — 
the seventh that day, the twenty-seventh that 
autumn week — they had responded rather sulkily 
in the motor, with the broom brigade and the hose; 
but fire in a college town is never to be lightly 
dealt with; the chemical had been added for pre- 
caution's sake, and there was now force enough 
to put out a chapel or a dormitory. The hubbub 
was considerable; the bridge and the street were 
thronged ; the boys were singing ; some one started 
the college yell: 

**Routledge! 
Routledge ! 
Hi-ho-rah!" 

In the centre of the merry m616e the automobile 
burned sullenly, hissing at the firemen. Its throb- 
bing colors went from chrome to orange, to red, to 
steam-gray, to lamp>-black; it stood dripping with 
cold sweat, like that of a sentient being at the last 
hour, and met its end with a certain dignity which 
belongs to complicated machinery. 

The carriage was quite a wreck, and in the con- 
fusion had, in fact, been recognized by no one. A 
few of the older men had indeed peered about for 
the owner of the machine, and one or two of the 
« 2c; 
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faculty had tried to follow the tracks of the heavily 
rublKTcd wheels, but these were confused — the car- 
riage stood headed out of town — and the belief 
that the owner had abandoned it and gone back 
f(ir help was generally accepted. The break in the 
niiling of the bridge, if noticed at all, was taken to 
be a feature of the repairs ; the accident was viewed 
as a lark, and treated accordingly. TTie students 
had not had so much fun that term. Pushing, sing- 
ing, hurrying, howling, jostling — ready to fan the 
ancient and instinctive antagonism between gown 
and U^y^Ti from any spark — they were on a fair way 
to a very pretty battle with the firemen, when one 
(»f the lx»ys, in the middle rrf the college yell, stop- 
pi»d short and s;ud. **My God!" 

The fellows who were nearest to him saw that 
he was stor>ping ovt*r s<»me small object on the wet 
and hlackentxl bridge; they gathered to sec what it 
was, and UM)k the cigars from their mouths to look. 

A little dog was on the bridge — a axrker-sp^niel, 
(Ircmhod and shivering; across the white shirt-friU 
on his breast a red stain ran; there was another on 
his fnrehrad; the dog's eyes were wild with terror 
anil lujuid with personal love; they Immed from his 
liicv witli the scorching l(K>k that animals have in 
catastrophe's; the s))anicl had only the sign lan- 
guage by which t) reach that towering, barking 
mass of ahnighty mm; he chose the most poignant 
sym!>*)l in Ins voi'abular>' ; ho sckxrtixl a student 
whom hv knew, and s;it up and In'gged at the 
young man's feet. 
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The boy was Sheffield's chtim (Brander by name), 
and had been entertained at the square white house 
with the wings, where Sheffield was a frequent 
guest. Brander was a short, near-sighted boy, with 
round spectacles. He bent over the spaniel and 
examined the trembling creature carefully. With 
an oath he pushed aside a fireman who was tramp- 
ling on the little thing, and forced back a mass of 
students who were bearing down upon it with the 
thotightlessness of an avalanche. 

"Stand back! Back there, I say! You'll crush 
it to chips. It's a dog — boys, it*s Ferry's dog!** 

The college yell choked half-way in the throats 
of a hundred lads; the college songs ceased from 
the lips of three hundred more, and floated echoing 
in midair. 

One of the team (it was the catcher) sprang for- 
ward and knelt on the wet, burned bridge beside 
the spaniel; he put out a big hand, toughened by 
half a dozen virile seasons on the field, and tenderly 
stroked the cocker. Taker, the janitor, stepped 
forward and swung a lantern. The boy drew his 
hand back and examined it by the swaying light. 
As he held his finger up a red drop dripped from it. 

"And yet," he said, in a low voice, "the dog 
doesn't seem to be hurt." 

"Boys!" cried the short fellow with the round 
glasses. He took the heavy little creature and 
lifted it as high as he could. "This is Ferry's dog. 
That must be Ferry's machine. . . . Where is the 
professor?** 
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*'Ask the dog," suggested the catcher. 

"Philos," said one of the boys in a serious tone 
*• where is your master?" 

llie short fellow put the dog down and repeated 
the question kindly. 

**Gmie, Philos, tell us where your master is!" 

The siKiniel uttered a scream of hysterical joy. 
His lx*autiful feathery tail began to wag against 
the knees of the lad who held him. Barking shrilly 
and plaintively, he leaped from the bridge, dashed 
into the dark at the ragged side of the ravine, and 
dis;ii)pi»ared. The students timibled after. They 
made some noise in scrambling do^n, but when 
they reached the bed of the brook they were all 
still. 

The man was lying half in, half out of the water; 
his head was turned upon his arm, as if he had 
Ix-en asleep on his own pillow; he did not stir as 
the crowd ix>ured down into the brook and clam- 
bvTvtl over the nx:ks to reach him. TTie janitor 
held his lantern up, and some of the students knelt 
down ill the wet beside their pnifessor and tried 
to put their arms under him. They were more 
stiirllti! by the re|X)se th;m by the pallor of his 
face. He did not move, and the l)oys were fnizzled 
what to do. A cxmple t>f seniors from the medical 
sch<K»l eame down, and with the assurance of their 
inexjHTienee otlieiously ofTiTed atlvice; but no one 
S4HTnol disiwisetl to t:ike it. S»me one on the 
bri<I>je aU)Ve calletl : 

••Here's Prexy! Wait for PrexyT* 
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And another voice said, "Go for a doctor, some- 
body!" 

"We'll do that," replied the chief of the depart- 
ment. He and one of the firemen got into their 
own motor and whirled away eagerly. 

To this episode the injured man paid no atten- 
tion. Only once when they moved him slightly 
he groaned. The spaniel, unnoticed by any one, 
had crept up out of the dark, and was now lying 
with his head and front paws upon his master's 
breast. 

** Come, Philos," said one of the boys, ** that won't 
do. It might make it hard for him to breathe." 

He put out a hand, but the dog began to growl. 
When they tried again to remove him he snapped. 
Spaniels are not snarlers; it takes the ultimate 
emergency of anguish or terror to force them into 
vicious ill-nature. The students avoided a con- 
test with Philos, not being able to forecast its 
effect upon his master, and so let the little creature 
stay where he was. 

"I'm afraid it won't make much difference any- 
how," said the short-sighted student. His roimd 
glasses were so misty that he took them off and 
wiped them very slowly, as if he had been an old man. 

When Myrton Ferris reached a knowledge of 
himself he perceived that he was still lying where 
he had left himself — upon the rocks, a broken man. 
His arm awoke before his eyes did, and feebly 
closed upon the warm body of the clinging dog. 
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The sense that he was surrounded by human arms 
and faces dul not arrive until after the other; but 
when it did it came in a form as minute as it was 
powerful. Every detail ot his condition and posi- 
tion was perfectly clear to him. He recognized 
every face which the faint, smoky lantern-light re- 
vealed ; beyond, in the darkness he recognized every 
facx^less voice. 

The janitor held the nearest lantern, and so his 
scared features took the foreground. The pro- 
fessor trieil to siiy: 

*' Taker! Carl Taker! You got here at last, 
didn't vou?" but no one understood him. His 
eyes in liis motionless head n>llcd feebly from one 
to another of his boys; the short one, Brander, am! 
the big catcher, and a fellow whom he had meant 
to mark to-morn)W for cutting i^rayers. The boys 
were all |xile ; some of them brushed their eyes wth 
their young hands; he felt grateful to the boys for 
being sorr>' for him, but he wished there had been 
s<nnc <me else — some older man. Quite suddenly, 
as if it liad been \%Tought out of the raWne, car\'ed 
from nK'ks and wet and darkness, he saw, hanging 
closi* a!>ove him. the finely modelled countenance of 
a gray-hair«l man. The stem lip of the college 
president (juiveretl umler his iron-gniy mustache. 
Tears were storming clown his cheeks, nor did he 
trv* to r«»nreal litem al all. 

He ]>ul liis haiul gently under the bruisetl shoul- 
der of liis favt»rite colleague, and wth the other 
fxitted the injure<l man upm the cheek. 
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A whimsical smile floated across the professor's 
face. 

•*0h. President Hildreth!" he said. "You'll be 
late to faculty meeting/' 

Physicians had now reached the spot. The fire 
department had drafted a homoeopath, and the stu- 
dents had brought an allopath, but the twain — 
irreconcilable foes in the presence of little cases — 
joined hands and hearts before the mortal emer- 
gency. They did not remember or chose to forget 
that they covdd not ** consult"; recalling all their 
surgery, and disregarding their therapeutics, they 
flung their united skill — and it took all they had — 
into the difficult art of removing the mangled man. 
No layman would have dared to do it. The crowd 
stood back, with the respect for the healers of the 
world which physical extremity forces from the 
most thoughtless. 

The two doctors, and the aids whom they se- 
lected — the janitor, the big catcher, one of the 
medical students, and the boy who was to have 
been marked to-morrow for cutting prayers — 
lifted the professor with the tenderness of women 
and the muscle of men. A stretcher had been 
improvised from somewhere, and he was laid as 
gently as possible upon it. 

The president kept closely beside the stretcher, 
watching the face and holding the hand of his 
friend ; he envied the younger men the opportunity 
to be bearers to the living dead. 
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The little procession came up in perfect silence 
out of the ra\nne; Ferris groaned once. No one 
spoke until the group had gathered on the bridge 
and set their burden down. Then a policeman 
steppwl out and touched his helmet. ** Doctor,** 
he siiid. ** somebody thought you'd need the am- 
bulance. I don't know where the onlcr came 
fn)m — '* 

**I do,'* interrupted the college president. 

•'Anyhow, it's here," finished the officer. "It 
moves pretty ciisy — it's the new one — the rubber- 
tireii one." 

" Lo« .k out there!" cried one of the boys. *' You'll 
step on the clog." 

**I want him," said Ferris, quietly. **He won't 
do any harm." 

Tlioy were the only wonls he spoke, and were 
receivt^l as if thev had been his last. When he 
was liflt'cl into the ambulance (it had whirled over 
in tlinv minutfs from the hospital) his hands 
tiglUfiuii ujnm the spaniel's b<idy, but he made no 
sound Tile students massed on either side as the 
amhulance st;irtitl slowly away; they had dashetl 
off thrir hats and stood Ixireheadetl, ever>' one. 

I*\Tris iv\i a splash of air on his face; it wis wet 
air. an«l lu* jHTreivftl that it had In-gun t4> rain. 
Tlu» <!• "»r of tlir Vfhiile was ojH'netl. an<l he saw 
that hf* li.ul ro.uhiil his own home. Mr. Hildreth 
s:it silt'iUly iK^idf liini. One of the d«K.^tors was 
searching f^r a pulse; the other stood talking in 
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low tones with a group of students who had fol- 
lowed the ambulance. The catcher was there, and 
the near-sighted boy, Brander, and the fellow who 
would not be marked to-morrow for cutting pray- 
ers. Brander, stepped out from the group towards 
the house, arid uttered a significant whistle. This 
was immediately answered by another lad, who 
hurried down from the piazza, and the professor 
recognized Harry Sheffield. Harry returned with 
evident agitation into the house and disappeared. 
Ferris was perfectly conscious, more acutely so 
than he had been at any time since the accident; 
he perceived everything with a poignant vividness. 

They had brought him to the side door, behind 
his study. The rain was spattering the tall cos- 
mos, which seemed to cower before it. The door 
was open; the interior of the house looked like 
a bright, decorated screen; against its warm sur- 
face there suddenly crossed the outlines of a little 
boy. 

No — she was not there, yet — only the child. 
Trip stood merrily dancing on his elfish toes. His 
shrill voice piped into the rain. 

"Hello, Mommer! Papa's got back. He's got 
back in 'e Tommybabel. He didn't let me go 
too-oo-oo." 

Harry Sheffield came out and hushed the child, 
and somebody dragged Trip away. The bright, 
open door remained empty. A sharp feminine cry 
arose from somewhere and fell. The president 
gently laid down the hand of his friend, clambered 
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out of the ambukince, and went into the house. 
He reappeared almost immediately with a lady on 
his arm, but left her alone in the doorway, and him- 
self came back to the injured man. 

•* They think it best for you to rest a few minutes 
before going in/* he said, wth loving cheerfulness. 
The pn)fessor did not answer. His drawn face was 
turned so that he could watch the woman who 
strxxl in the open door. It was as if she leaned for 
support against the screen of decorated light; there 
was a palm in the hall, behind her, and a silk por- 
tiere bl()\i'n by the now rising wind twisted itself 
alxmt her dainty outlines; her dress was light — 
silk al)<)ve, broadcloth below; she still held across 
her arm the little embroidered jacket that she had 
worn to the Kill game. She was yet a young wom- 
an, some years younger than her husband; and had 
thi' sjHvies of girlishness which some women carry 
with ol>stinate success from sixteen to sixty; her 
Ijretty features were immature; her eyes and hair 
were very black; her under lip, riix» and childish. 
was [)ut up like a Ixiby's; she was crying openly; 
she sti-med to \>o shaking with fright. A weak 
voice struggle*! from the ambulance: 

**NtvtT mind. Tessii! It might \h* worse — my 
dtar." 

The o»llt*ge i)resi<lent went up the st<*i>s ami 
Spfke tit her. 

**\VouMn't you like ti> go and see him In'fore 
they l)nng hmi in*** he asktnl, with si>me sliarp- 
nesh. 
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"I am — ^afraid," said Tessa, shivering. "Does 
he look — very badly?" But she began to move 
down the steps slowly. 

"Myrton! Myrton!" she called, sobbing. "Are 
you in there?" 

'* Never mind, President Hildreth," entreated the 
voice from the ambulance. *' Spare her all you 
can. My wife is not — she has a constitutional 
dread of — " The words trailed off. 

They lifted him as mercifully as they could, and 
carried his poor crushed body into his own study; 
they laid him on the broad bed-couch in the alcove 
and left him there. He felt upon his face the drop- 
ping of men's tears; this mingled confusedly in his 
troubled mind with the rain outside upon the cos- 
mos, whose white and lake and crimson eyes seem- 
ed to peer in at the open window — crying, too. 
Upon his breast he still wore their order ; one white 
blossom, splashed now with piteous red. 

The perfume of the cosmos floated into the study 
like a breath without power to spend itself in articu- 
lation. It was a perfume difficult to capture or to 
classify — delicate, but persistent, wild and woody, 
yet tamed and tender. He had always loved it; 
he had fancied that he understood it. Now, when 
all men and women evaded his consciousness, the 
soul and sense of the flower followed him into the 
abyss down which he slipped. Nature compan- 
ioned him whom human power could not. The 
scent of the wet cosmos was the last thing that he 
remembered. 
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The spaniel had sprung up and curled himself 
upon the foot of the couch. The dog kissed and 
clung to the mutilated figure which the wife had 
not yet touched. But his master did not notice 
Philosw 





Ill 



!HE injured man's lips moved, but his 
words were not audible to the doc- 
tors. They were all there still — the 
homoeopath, and the allopath, and 
now the family physician, whose fa- 
miliar face, with its kind, plain feat- 
ures, deeply lined by thirty years of hard country 
and college practice, himg like a medallion in mid- 
air, bodiless and unrelated, before the professor's 
eyes; these saw, as yet, but in a strange fashion, 
bisected horizontally with a band of light above, and 
a streak of dark below ; the old doctor's head swung 
into the bright belt, and from the black one some- 
thing struggled up, and fell down again, as an 
amphibious creature climbs out of muddy water, 
imcertain in which element to stay. 

The amphibian was a woman. As the power of 
the ether diminished upon Ferris, the power of the 
woman increased upon him. The woman seemed, 
in fact, to fill the world. Life was the woman, and 
the woman was life. 

Is the infinite surrender which we call death a 
a weakness or a strength? Ferris was confusedly 
conscious, even then, of putting the question — a 
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familiar one to his habit of mind. It used to be 
an idle intellectxial amusement or skirmish; it had 
assumed the swift intensity of personal experience. 
Whether out of a more vigorous condition of being 
he had battled back to a less, or whether from a 
less he had returned to a more— at all events, he 
had returned. When he was a lad in the country 
there was a small, round pond in the meadows out 
beyond the village. It was known as the bottom- 
less pit, and it was said that no man had ever 
bei*n able to fathom it. The children used to go 
and stand on its edge, quaking, and throw their 
little plummets into its green surface. Ferris 
thought of that sickly, small, green pond. He 
seemed to himself to have tottered into it, a ter- 
rified child, and then to have clawed his way up 
from its bottomless gulf. 

He did not ask anybody if he were going to live. 
He felt that he should. He should live — to be a 
tnmhle to Tessii. Tessa was sitting very properly 
Ix^side the couch — oh yes, and picturesquely enough. 
Tessa would be picturesque whether he lived or 
ditxl. Her intensely black eyes (she had Italian 
blcKxl in her. two or thn»e generations back) were 
smarting wth impulsive tears; these rolled, but 
(lid not retlden; she hiid her charming look; her 
licihyish lip ^^'as (juivering; she had put on her em- 
bn»uleritl jacket, and a foamy, crimsonnxlged Per- 
sian scarf was tlcxiting alxmt her thnx'it; no doubt 
the room was Uk» a)ld for her; the windows in the 
alctive were flung wide, and a few drops of rain 
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ventured in; one or two struck her pale, pearl 
broadcloth skirt, and she wiped them away care- 
fully. Ferris, in his bandages, lay staring upon 
her. After a hesitation, he feebly put out his 
hand. The doctors turned their backs, and two 
other persons who were in the room left it abruptly. 

Tessa laid her little fingers in her husband's cold, 
weak grasp. She began to sob without restraint: 

"Myrton! Myrton! . . . Does it hurt you dread- 
fully? I would have stayed, but they wouldn't 
let me. You know how ether afiEects me — they 
said I couldn't be any help. I made them promise 
to call me the moment you came to. . . . What can 
I do for you? Wouldn't you like another pillow? 
... I told Ann to air the sheets," added Tessa, 
with a certain complacency in having thought of 
it. "They said you couldn't be moved to-night 
. . . you poor old boy!" 

Tessa finished with real, stinging tears whose 
effect upon her appearance she did not consider; 
nobody was looking but Myrton. Her last four 
words were quite genuine ; they seemed to the hus- 
band to be compact with womanly feeling and 
wifeliness; he could not remember when Tessa had 
spoken to him in that way. His head swam — he 
was so weak. The moment seemed to him worth 
its cost — anything, yes anything, that would make 
Tessa turn to him like this. He would have plunged 
and broken his body and soul down any chasm out- 
side (or perhaps inside) of hell for Tessa's respon- 
sive tenderness. He loved his wife so much as that. 
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"Tcasie!** he said, brokenly. •'Teasie dear!" 

Tessa began to sob again. She stooped towards 
him, and kissed his bandaged face impulsively. It 
^'as not a very gentle loss; it hurt him; but he 
would have perished of the pang before he would 
let her know that. His hollow eyes grew luminous 
with a deep, inward joy like that of a smouldering 
fire which flares when it is fanned. 

"Poor Tcasie!" He spoke as if it had been 
Teasie who met with the accident. " Don't mind 
it, j^rl — so much." 

The excitement of this short interview with his 
wife exhausted him more than he wx>uld have be- 
lievtHl ]:x>ssible; his head grew limp on his pillow, 
and Tessa, in her thoughtless way, cried aloud for 
help. The doctors re-entered the room hurriedly; 
Mr. Hildreth anxiously joined them; he was fol- 
lowetl by the junior student, Harry Sheffield. 

"There are tfx> many of us," said the family 
dfKTlnr, peremptorily. 

When Ferris recovered himself the strange 
physicians had gone away, and the others were 
aN)ut to follow them. Sheffield, who had cnissed 
thi' n>om, rctumetl abruptly, and without disking 
I)emiission of any one. knelt by the couch of his 
pn>ft'ssor. His young, indeterminate face was real 
Willi t»in<»tion. 

"Just trll nir this/* hv pliM.Uil. ''and thi-n TU 
g«>. Was it my fault? Did I <lo anything; wnmg 
— to the machmc.^*' 

"My dear buy — no. Not a thing." 
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"Trip told me to fire her up," tirged Shefl&eld. 
"He said you wanted me to." 

"He did — did he? The rascal!" A wry smile 
twisted the father's face. "His mother and I 
must reckon with Trip. No, my lad — ^no. Don't 
distress yourself. The machine — I think the ma- 
chine shied. Nothing left of her, is there ? Thank 
you, Harry." 

Ferris regarded his favorite student afiEection- 
ately. Harry left the room without speaking 
again; his head fell forward a little. 

"I think," said Tessa, in a few minutes, "that 
I had better make sure Ann has done those things 
the doctors wanted her to." Tessa, too, went out. 
Mr. Hildreth, it appeared, was about to follow her, 
but Ferris detained him. 

"You'll tell them, won't you, that I meant to be 
at the faculty meeting? About those electives — 
would you mind taking my proxy. President Hil- 
dreth? You know where I stand — particularly 
about the Greek. We must work together to carry 
that. I — am disappointed not to be at the faculty 
meeting." 

The older man put out a shaking hand ; he could 
not speak, and did not try; he left the room 
abruptly. 

Ferris found himself alone with his own doctor, 
who, it appeared, had prepared to stay the night 
out. It was some time before Mrs. Ferris re- 
turned, and when she did, the doctor sent her 
away. 
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•'You will need your sleep/* he said, curtly. 
He tried to remove the dog, but Ferris entreated 
him: 

"Don't you see? It's all I have." 

Philos remained upon the foot of the couch. 
The spaniel's wide eyes seemed not to receive sleep; 
now and then he softly licked the spot where the 
blankets covered the feet of his master; he did 
not stir to move upward where the dear hand lay 
lest he jar the suffering man. Philos had a super- 
canine gentleness. It stupassed the tenderness of 
any woman whom Ferris had ever known. 

However it might have been with Philos, the old 
dcxrtor did not sleep at all. Instant and able, he 
gave the patient the impression of omnif>resent, if 
not omniscient mercy. He was not a great ph>'si- 
cian, but he ^-as an honest one — he never assumed 
a case for which he ^"as not equipped — and Ferris 
trusted him. He felt grateful to the doctor, but 
perceived that he need not take the trouble to say 
ST), as the two went down together into the depths 
of that unfathomable night. It seemed, like the 
snKill nmnd i)ond, to be mthout a bottom. 

Ferris did not ask the old doctor whether he 
were going to live. He was afraid he should. 

He was still afraid to ask questions when the 
sur^:c<>n fnjm Boston, and the sur>jt.Hjn fn)m New 
Y<»rk —the cimsin of Ti'S&'i's. summomtl at her 
wish — wea* bnmght to Routletlge in his lx.*lialf. 
It was nixin, and a ^iirm one, and the window tow- 
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ards the cosmos was open from the top. The 
screen was removed for the winter. One crimson 
flower stretched into the room and regarded him 
with its golden eye while the surgeons were at 
work. When they had finished, the surgeon from 
New York shut the window and beheaded the cos- 
mos. Ferris uttered an exclamation. 

"What's the matter.?" asked the surgeon from 
Boston. 

"He has hurt it," explained the patient. 

"Hxut what.?" demanded the surgeon from New 
York. 

"Why, the flower." 

The surgeons exchanged glances. Their scien- 
tific eyes said, " He is still wandering." They went 
into another room to finish the consultation, but 
the old family doctor lingered long enough to pick 
up the guillotined cosmos and put it in the patient's 
hand; he knew pretty well how the professor felt 
about flowers ; perhaps he took the trouble to think 
what "people of importance" these delicate friends 
were likely to become to this mangled life ; this was 
the more kind in the country doctor, because he 
was laboring under intense and quiet excitement; 
he did not consult with eminent men from New 
York or Boston often, and had never had the proud 
privilege of calling two to one case before. Then, 
it could not be denied that he was attached to the 
patient. 

Ferris lay still with the beheaded cosmos in his 
hand. Through the closed door the monotonous 
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murmur of the surgeons* lowered voices reverber- 
ated like camion in his ears. Trip ran thumi>ing 
across the hall, and slammed two doors. Philos, 
outside, was barking at the horses with the bitter- 
ness of the gentle when aroused. Plainly, Philos 
attributed his master's misfortunes to the medical 
profession. Ferris smiled and fingered — although, 
being a flower-lover, he did not destroy — the petals 
of the crimson cosmos. 

"They save me— 
Save me not, 
— Save ine. 
not/* 

he repeated. The old doctor came back presently, 
and s:iicl good-bye ; he obser\'ed that a surgical nurse 
would be sent from the city. Ferris made no in- 
quirit»s. and the old doctor took the Boston sur- 
geon to tlie train. The New York surge<jn stayed 
to luncheon with Tessa. Tessa was charmingly 
drt*ssitl th;it morning in her house gown with the 
ttmch of orange — not tix> much — and looked ten 
years younger than she was. She came in kindly 
enough and asktnl Myrton if there were not some- 
thing she amid do, hut she hurriwl luck to her 
omsin. Ferris could hear their voices, but not 
their words; they were sitting uynm the s<»fa in 
the hall l»efore the firephuv. The liall ojieneil 
through the centre of the large houst*; fn»m it, at 
right angles, another jxissiigeway nin in the study; 
two doc»rs inter\*ened. Through these dixivs Tes- 
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sa's soprano pierced; now and then she laughed. 
The two seemed to be having a good time. The 
injxired man lay looking at the window where the 
green neck of the beheaded cosmos protruded. 
After a while the two in the hall stopped laughing, 
and Tessa, it seemed, stopped talking. Then Trip 
btmiped, slamming in, and flung open all the doors 
he could find; shouting and calling his mother, he 
stamped back into the front hall, where he broke 
like a white squall. Tessa could be heard plainly, 
scolding the cWld — but prettily ; she always scolded 
prettily before callers. 

" Go right away, Tripsy, and be sure to shut the 
door." 

Trip went away, but when had Trip ever been 
known to shut a door? 

In shattered sentences the voice of the New York 
surgeon came stabbing across the considerable space 
between the study and the hall. 

"No, I cannot give a positive prognosis." 

"But — " persisted Tessa; her question was in- 
audible. 

"Oh, if you want the truth — " The surgeon 
lowered his voice. 

"I should think I might have it from you, 
Dick." 

Tessa would coquet with Gabriel or Azrael. 
Ferris acknowledged as much to himself, but with 
more amusement than disturbance, in the definite 
pause before Dr. Pierpont said: 

"The fractures are the least of it. Those we 
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can — The wounds are not serious — at least, none 
but . . . the spine or brain. He will be disabled 
. . . perhaps crippled for . . ." 

There. Trip shut the door. To say that he bang- 
ed it was a matter of cotirse; the stout house, built 
on honor, shook to its oaken nerves and sinews. 
The wounded man received the shock as the house 
did, without an outcry. He lay looking at the 
fk)wer in his fingers. 

Some one put it in water for him that after- 
noon, since he seemed to wish it. The next morn- 
ing it was the only one of its family left alive. 
The "golden and glorious" October had died sud- 
denly in the night. A stinging frost had bitten 
the world. 

The song wth the inadequate close that the 
professor used to give his classes clicked through 
his brain: 

*' Sfx»nt and retreated. 
Autumn defeated! 
Furl ye your banners — the battle is done!" 

The cosmos, shrivelled through all its delicate 
anat^>my, dnx>peil outside the window, every star 
of it. every eye of it, quenchi^d or chnie<l. 

In the vase on the table by the couch-lxnl the 
li\nn^ flower reganlol the dead ones. Ferris took 
it with his weak finj»ers; it lay n\ttm his heart Hke 
a mystical and terrible onler tlutt he must wear. 








IV 



NOVEMBER is the atWete's month. 
Baseball is a memory, but golf dies 
hard, and football seems to have 
achieved a personal immortality. 
Routledge throbs with virile young 
life, and in the first crisp weather 
the college pulsated into every form of physical 
activity that its hot heart could fancy or its in- 
ventive head devise. 

The disabled professor lay on his study couch 
and listened to the students tramping by; as they 
swimg along they sang and shouted. The college 
seemed to have become all arms and legs and limgs. 
Muscle was the popular elective. Of what conse- 
quence was mere mind? What, indeed? It was 
but four weeks since the automobile shied, and he 
would have given his chair to be one of those 
boys — the roughest, the rawest, yes, the most 
stupid — anything that could hold a bat or a bras- 
sie, anything that could run and leap and roar in 
the masculine autumn air. 

Tessa used to come in and tell him about the 
games; she said she thought it would amuse him. 
After the surgical nurse arrived, Tessa continued 
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to go to the games. Sheffield came, too, and sat 
by his professor and talked the patois of the links : 

**You know, sir, you used to say our club had 
a tournament every fifteen minutes. There's an- 
other one on for to-morrow." 

The professor was fond of Harry Sheffield. The 
lad was privileged, and ran in and out like a young- 
er brother or an elder son about the house. Shef- 
field was not a scholar, only a clean, sunny, sport- 
ing lad. All his talk (it struck the sick man) was 
of things that could be done with hands and feet, 
with arms and legs and lungs. He seemed to have 
no vocabulary but that of the campus and the 
links, the road and the field; he brought into the 
sick-n^)m the sting of the happy weather, the wings 
of out-of-doors, the glories of muscular manhcMxl, 
the tH?stasies of paradise lost. The surgical nurse 
sent him away. She was a middle-aged woman, 
and had the insight of her experience; her cuffs 
were deep, and her cap was high; she wore spec- 
tacit^ with a line across the lens; the patient did 
not look at her when he could help it. 

The slu<ly was twenty feet square; its alcove 
measufiHl st'vrn ftvt the niirrow way, thus offering 
Ferris a map of cxisU'ntx* covering twenty by 
twfnty-5;evi»n fivt. It ha<l firoveil imfXissihle or 
uns;if(* to mow him; and tlien, as Ti^s;i siiid. it 
i^'oull \fc so much casiiT to Uikv care of him c»n the 
gnmn<l tVK»r. 

The alcove was protectcxl by thin folding-doors, 
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painted white, as all the interior decoration of the 
house was ; these doors, though usually open, could 
be closed, if necessary, and one fold like the fly 
of a screen remained permanently fast at the foot 
of the bed-couch which the patient had retained 
by preference; it was a broad, modem affair, lux- 
urious of its kind, than which nothing could be 
easier; he had some notion of his own about it 
which the ntirse translated indulgently: "He likes 
to think that he is not quite sick abed." 

Both the study and the alcove were alive with 
books; these climbed from floor to ceiling in deep 
white cases set into the thick walls. The pro- 
fessor's empty study-table stood just within range 
of his eyes. 

Those travelled from a thick, green carpet to a 
cool, green papering, fortimately of a soft tint, un- 
dishonored by design. Tessa had put up a large 
portiere as soon as it was decided that Myrton was 
to stay in the alcove; she regretted that the por- 
ti^e must be green (which was not Tessa's color), 
but distinctly felt that, as a backgroimd for her 
charming figure, it would hold more possibilities 
than white paint. There were two windows in the 
study, and in the alcove two ; through one of these 
the dead cosmos looked in upon the disabled man ; 
rather, one should say, it seemed to try to look, 
but could not, because it was dead. At the side 
of the couch was the inevitable small stand of the 
sick-room; across its petty dimensions, flowers, 
medicines, magazines, mail, and newspapers came 
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and went as if they came or went not, before the 
indifferent eyes burning in the white face upon the 
pillow. Upon the floor in the comer Philo's bas- 
ket stcxxl against the white bookcase; the little 
dog had slept there every night. 

**He will keep me aw*ake crying wherever ebe 
you put him," Ferris had suggested. The astute- 
ness of love prevailed, and Philos stayed beside 
his master; he made no more noise than a girl at 
a secret rendezvous; the spaniel moved stealthily, 
as if watched by unfriendly powers inclined to 
separate him from the beloved; he got in and out 
of his Kisket on padded tiptoe; when a thin hand 
hung d<mTfi — sometimes it did hang down — from 
the eilge of the be<l, Philos crept up like a sigh and 
kiss^^l it ecstatically. 

There were some pictures in the study — not 
many. l)ecause b(X)ks had dispossessed them, and 
the few which had crept in could not be seen from 
the omch; in the alcove there wqtv none; the old 
{xiint was of bluish white, upon the foKling-doors. 
AlMJve the white surfaces of the IxhI Tessa had 
thrown a comixmy face of light Oriental silk, pat- 
teninl in gold and green. Ferris did not like it; 
he tliMiijjht it effeminates but he cliil not protest; 
he s<M«>m pn»teste«l at anything Tessii did; wlien 
he |»;irliiularly n^sentinl the silk counteqxme, hi* 
pushiii it «»IT. It was In^ginning t<» ticeur to him 
that he omld u.se his hand.s. 

Tliere, in iiuxt comfortiible hell, i\\c hurt man rav'ed. 
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He raved, but it was without speech or language. 
The smoke of his torment went up silently. It 
did not take him long to find out that there is no 
cx)mmon vocabulary between the sick and the 
well. 

At first, with the naivet6 of a man who had 
never been ill, he commented upon the tragic mir- 
acle — clearly, it could be no less — of which he was 
the victim. What black diviner had ordained that 
he, Myrton Ferris, should not be able to move? 
What natural law could have pinioned his proud 
physical personality ? If he had been some anaemic, 
stooping professor, narrow-chested, faint-blooded, 
taking a decorous constitutional to the post-office 
or a pious ride in the family carryall — but six feet 
two, and forty-four chest measure, the finest del- 
toid on his old college team, the champion of the 
links, the winner of a dozen cups, put away on 
closet shelves at commencement time, lest they 
fail to reflect literary credit upon the chair when 
the trustees came (but boyishly visited and cher- 
ished when nobody was looking) — he, the subject 
of this infernal sorcery, the plaything of a mon- 
strous fate, smitten at one stroke, from man to 
mummy — he! 

He began by maintaining that the thing was 
impossible. He said so to the college president 
in a quiet, polemical manner such as he would have 
used in arguing a difiicult proposition before his 
classes. He said so often to the doctor and the 
nurse; he called their attention in the tone of an 
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advocate to the nature and variety of his suffer- 
ings; he incUned to arraign them for these, as if 
his misfortune were their fault; he levied their 
s>Tnpathy as a matter of course; it occurred to 
him that they were paid to give it, and that he 
had a right to its expression. He found in himself 
a tendency to stand upon this right. It was some 
time before the humorous side of it struck him. 
But one day it did. 

The surgical nurse found his pillow wet. 

•• What's this .^" she asked ; at the worst of a bad 
case she had never seen her patient weep. 

** I have been cr>"ing/* the professor hastened to 
explain. ''That is, I laughed until I cried. I 
couldn't help it. You must excuse me. Miss Bind- 
er. I am sure you will underst^ind the — the ah- 
.sunlity of my ix)sition. Its full force has, I believe, 
but this moment struck me." 

The surgical Miss Binder did not undtTstand in 
the least; her pn)fcssional training had taught her 
n'»t to understiind, but to accept; therefore had 
she rist-n to her present pinnacles. 

'* A sick m;in/* argue<l Ferris, "exix^ts, he really 
i'xfhits, |HH>pK' In aire. He assumes that he is an 
c»bjrtt of interest to the able-l>o«lie<l. He hands 
his pfiysieal niist^rii'S anmn*!, he offers his symi>- 
t«'ms as if Ihey were pink lemonade, or nut*s and 
ivh'V v»i!i(t!unyj to entrft.iin his frien»ls with. 
Il«- is tlu- «!isjRiis4T of an uno »nseinus ep»ism- the 
h«»st of his own agonies. He is subjtvt to the min»t 
tremendous delusion outside of beilLim." 
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Miss Binder gazed through the line that divided 
the lens of her spectacles; it was as if on one side 
of the line she could read the face of her distinguish- 
ed patient, while on the other side she could not; 
the result was an optical obscuration, disturbing 
to a nurse with so high a cap and so deep a cuff. 

**Sirr' said Miss Binder. "I am sm-e," she 
added, "that I have not foimd you a troublesome 
patient. There are plenty of them." 

"Thank you, Miss Binder," said Ferris, more 
gently. He perceived that Miss Binder meant to 
pay him a compliment. 

His barbaric impulse was to fling a pillow at 
her, and knock her glasses off, but a cripple is 
denied the luxuries of barbarism. He spent an 
hour wondering what would have happened if he 
had flung a pillow at Miss Binder. The hideous 
thing was that his mind was reduced to the infinite 
pettiness of the unoccupied. He had only Miss 
Binder to look at. 

Tessa was much in demand by the students 
who were training for the great game before 
Thanksgiving. Tessa maintained that the sacred 
duty of a professor's wife was to interest herself 
in the students. Her husband had never com- 
bated this view of their professional relations to 
the college, nor had he seen any reason to do so. 
He had regarded her half -maternal, half -coquet- 
tish attitude towards the boys with the amused 
tolerance of a busy man for the caprice of a charm- 
ing and idle woman. 
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If it ocxrurrcil to him now that the surgical Miss 
niniliT, consicK'rcii as the stAc si>lucc of a desperate 
and (IrsdlaUr cri])i>le, had her visible limitations, 
hi* (li<l not ci)mi)lain. Ho seldom did complain to 
Trssii. nr <»f hiT. Ho was uscil to exix?cting little 
t)f his wifi', t'xailinji nothinjj, and receiving what 
she eln»se to )i\\c 

Iii'lrid, he fell that Tossa had. on the whole, 
Ui n kinil tu him since the accident. He was sure 
that she ha*! tried to do the pn>i)iT thing, or even 
the wiulv <tiu'; she lK)kt*d afU:T his meals con- 
seirntinusly. and s;it with him generally two hours 
wlien the nursi' Aas off duty. As Tessa said, she 
mii^t save hiT strength. Marrii*<l hap]nness, like 
uv »^i things, is ehirlly a matter of definitions. Ferris 
h.i-I l«inj( :i^n iKTet'ivid that he and his wifede^^u^I 
ihf Ti.ilun- anil d^^main of luve hv a different lexi- 
i*<"/ra!»liv. Hut he«lid not luve her the less for ttuftt. 

.At lirst hf had S'anetimes ulteretl even to her 
thr «Ki.isii»ii;d «»ulerirs <»f physiial suffering which 
h:s ixjurjiTUr «»f it wnm>| frMin him, and which, 
««:i th«' wlv'le. it is natural ti» sujijiose that the 
(]..., vt nl.ili"ns of lifr may t«»ltrate nr even wel- 
i.iiTi,.. Wlirii he fiad s.iid: **Thi* jiiiin is hen\" 

Til. w.Tst i*i tlurr," "I have sueh and sueh ilis- 
tt. .N," T SS.I h.itl n tunnd a l.iilvlike attrntion: 
':. '.'.;. ii« .If l-nital. Oner shr hail kissei] him; 
:.• ■•■:!! ii :!:tM:UT" I'lt ••ni«' Tli*!! «ine tlav lif 
h' ■• i !■ :" t* !'.n;/ II.:r'*v S!:*!:: I ! ••!! l!ie piaz/^i h«'W 
'."• t*!v }■■ r li '..in !'n *«m kiiiss wi»re uj^m her. "It 
• !■ ; :•. >-• - li.' ."' ;.' ;■!' .;-!i 1. 
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dially agreed to do, and cheerfully spent an even- 
ing!; with Tessa, while the patient waited for the 
kiss and soprano of their voices to subside from 
his ringing ears, so that he could go to sleep. 

Ferris did not ixsk I)r. Pierix>nt any questions 
alKuit his own condition. Perhaps he was still 
afraid to; ivrhajis he had the instinctive rcpnig- 
namr to Inking at a disiidvantage before the family 
of his wife, which is as old as the marriage bond. 

That had iKvn one of the pleasant things about 
Tessii — she had never crowded the house with her 
relatives; she had not exiicted of him that pro- 
longeil and wearing domestic entertainment of 
alien naturt\s which a man of business can under- 
t'ike without damage to his WT)rk, but a man of 
letters cannot. 

In fact, Tessa did not think much about her 
relatives; these were few, and al>sorbetl in their 
own affairs. Her parents were not living; her 
step-mother had never lx*en attiicht^d to her. There 
was a step-sister, the child of another m;irriagc — 
and this cousin. Ferris liad only a vague and re- 
nv»t*' ae((uainUmce with the memlx-rs of his wife's 
l.trnilv. 

Hv listennl to the irritating, uneven sounds of 
tfie Kiss an<l s«»]»rano in the long dniwing-nxmi 
U \":il the hall. Every nerve t»f liim struck high 
and V*\\ krvs. as if he had Uvn a human piano t»n 
whith tJit V pl.iyetl. Tlie <luet dul not cvas*.- until 
el« \t II ' '\ l<»ek. 





[T has been said that the happiest peo- 
ple in the world are the convalescents. 
It now appeared that Myrton Ferris 
was preparing himself to be classified 
among this fortunate species. His 
hopes, like his wounds, had healed 
by the first intention. His courage, like his 
fractures, mended vigorously. He was by rights 
of so joyous and so wholesome a temper that 
the gloom of the sick-room d'ssipated far more 
easily than it had formed. Scarred, and weak, and 
wasted, he smiled up from his pillows like a boy 
recovering from a scrimmage at football. 

He was surprised that he experienced any diffi- 
culty in leaving his bed. His knitted bones, his 
healing tissues, laughed. The blood beat in his 
veins. His athletic heart and his splendid, his 
savage digestion rallied to him — the allies of the 
scholar's out-of-door life, reinforcing his physical 
extremity. Not a stroke of the brassie on long, 
simlit links in gleaming October afternoons but 
stood him in loyal stead. Not a feathered oar drip- 
ping in summer waves but nerved him now. Not 
a whirl on the wheel, not a tussle at the bat, not 
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a grip on the alpenstock — no, not a record on the 
motor that had betrayed him — was wasted to him 
in the supreme contention between battling will 
and bc*aten body. 

"Its to be man or mummy — as I said,'* he 
thought. 

Now, while a moral malady can always be con- 
querinJ by the determination to conquer it, a physi- 
cal m:ilady may or may not be; or may indeed be 
aggravated by the i>rovocation of the effort. 

Ferris s persistence of energ>' ebbed upon itself. 
He exhausted himself in the conflict with exhaus- 
tion, and imjKxled his recovery in demanding it. 
His puq»se to get well was like a tide that had 
ris^^n against a breakwater built in a new loca- 
tion. KxiK'ricncv hail given him rt*spt»ct for his 
own will, as that of a successful scholar alwaj's 
docs. He had spent his youth in the selection of 
values; he was exjKTt in discarding the unimpor- 
t.'int. in crmquering the unruly, elements of life. 
He liad olitained what he desin^tl. and had done 
the tilings he ehose. Position, preferment, honor, 
had eonie to him with no more than the happy 
elfort which is the condition of lieing t(» a healthy 
aii.l iiitelleelual man. Kver\'thing s<» far had 
vicl'lri! to him like a Kill to a driver, <»r a keel to 
a n:«!«ltT; all tilings exce{>t one. The only thing 
wf'.ii h li.i'l (letied {'cms was tliat which he suj)- 
|N»se»l himself t" have ni-istrrei! more ahs4»hxtely 
than any oilu-r in tlie w«trM -the soiicst, the 
slightest, the weakest a wom;in ; his. a wife. 
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Tessa, as we say, was picturesque; she was also 
a little sentimental ; the two are apt to unite. She 
had attacks of devotion, fluctuations of wifely 
solicitude. These became her like a new hat or 
a change in the mode. When the surgical Miss 
Binder was no longer considered necessary to the 
case, and had removed her cap, her cuffs, and her 
glasses to the Boston hospital whence they had 
emerged, Mrs. Ferris begged very prettily to be 
allowed to take care of her husband. 

"He will not be so dependent," she argued. 
** He will be thrown more upon his own resources. 
This will be good for him." 

"The case requires unremitting attention, Mrs. 
Ferris," said the old doctor, grimly. "I'll give 
you two weeks," he added. 

But Ferris was touched by his wife's interest. 

"If she cares," he pleaded, "if she really wants 
to take care of me — " 

His eyes piu-sued her about the study and the 
alcove. 

"He looks at me," she said to Harry Sheffield, 
"as Philos looks at him." 

"How can he help it?" blurted the boy. This 
pleased Tessa, and she blushed. The color was 
waning delicately upon her cheek when she came 
into the sick-room. She had her bewitching look. 
Her husband observed it with pathetic admiration. 

"Do you go on duty now?" he asked, holding 
out his hand. 

"I go on privilege," said Tessa, prettily. She 
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sat flowTi demurely in a rocking-chair which squeak- 
er 1 when she nv)ve<l; she moved a good deal. Ex- 
cept when Trip was a new l)aby, Tessa had never 
lia<l to Ik* ({uiet. She was as restless as a Brazilian 
linttcrfly -an iri(K*scent, elusive thing. 

**As Uautiful," thought Ferris. A scorching 
divination in him addeil. ** As light." But the 
hushanil rcfusc-il to the nebula that fkxited across 
Iiis rniinl thf structure of thought. 

Tiss.1 iirou^'ht Ikt embroidery, and Ferris, smil- 
inj^'. watclu'il her. 

"What arc you making. Teasie?" 

**\Vhat a c|iKstion! Why. I never know what 
I am making. Do you want it.^** 

**If it is a Iiot-wat<T kig — or an ice-lxig — some- 
tfiinj^ in my prt-smt lint* ? Supjx^se you em- 
br«'i«l«r nu- a nij^htcaj). A bib an<l tucker would 

do/* 

" ^'ou are gp»wing very bitter. Myrton," said 
Ti>-s. "You an- not at all reo»ncile<l." 

' A'l. .'IK f/i ■.//'* outburst fn»m Mvrton. "WTiat 
in ilo you take mv for? Ditl you m:irr)' a 

.vtii ••I'h.ij^'usi' Or a man.'" 

\"\i arr vtry i»rofanf,'* repn»viHl Ti'ssa. **And 
V"'! .iTf niiiiiii]^ niy buttrrfly." 

■ I Ih;.: y«»ur j'.ini'tn. Ttasir — arc you making a 

.-It*' r!lv. liMSlr ' 

1 likr thrill.'* ^ti.l Ti'ss:i ; "tliev scvm to be 
h.i.; :/ .1 ;'H.! mill-. Thry d«>n't have to do things 
lln\ «!' *n'\ u.iiit t' • " 

■D-iiTl l..i\f t" t.ike care of crii>plol husbands, 
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do they, girl? . . . Teasie, rm sorry for you. Upon 
my word, I am." 

"Oh, you'll be about again before long," said 
Tessa, indifferently. "All you need is to exert 
yourself a little more. Tm sure, with yoiu* force 
of will — ^and reserve of character — " 

Tessa's sentence dribbled away into a dash so 
long that her mind could not overtake it; she felt 
that force of will and reserve of character were 
strong phrases, and ought to be able to run alone. 

Her hands moved in a rainbow of floss. She 
wore a white apron edged with fluted ruffles, and 
a little square cap, Mary Stuart-wise, lay upon her 
black hair. It occurred to Ferris that she was 
carrying her pose to the extent of the imiform, and 
he laughed outright. Tessa said she was delighted 
to find him so much better, and wouldn't it amuse 
him if Harry came in and told him about the 
tournament? So Harry came and told about the 
tournament. Trip came, too. Tessa said she 
thought a little young life would be good for his 
father. Trip flopped about the study like one of 
the ^German metal toys which are wound up to 
hop; he pulled at the books in the library; he had 
been making mud-pies. 

"Papa," said Trip, "I have learned to spell long 
words. I can spell yoo liberry. Here's a book I 
can spell — * Insti-tu-tions of the Mind.'" 

"Oh, take it away from him!" groaned the pro- 
fessor. "It's McCosh's Intuitions — Look at his 

fingers!" 
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"Anyhow," persisted Trip, "here's a better one. 
• Illusterated Hydro-phobia. In four Quarts.' I 
I can spell," urged Trip; ** why, I can spell anything. 

Sheffield took the book and read aloud: "Illus- 
trated Hydropathy. In four Parts." 

"Oh. Papa," suggested Trip, pleasantly, "I 
gave Philo a whopping big barth. Monday. You 
couldn't. He was awful wet. I put him through 
the close- wringer to get him dry, but Ann she in- 
terfreed with me. Ann s always intcrfreeing — I 
wish you'd sjK^ak to Ann." 

"Besides," bubbled Trip. "Philo was naughty 
this morning. He dis*»lx*yed at me. I shut him 
to punish him. I shut him in y<x> trunk up garret, 
*n* tlun I shut him in the coal-bin, 'n' then I shut 
him in the oven. It wasn't very warm, only just 
to h<»tten him a liille. But Ann she interfrecd 
with nu* ajjain. So I shut him in the go-rash 
whert' the TommvKibel used to live. He's out 
then* ever sina\ Pajxi, won't you tell him he 
disolK yf<l at me?" 

"Oh. y;o <»ut. Harry." j>leade<l the prf>fessor, 
'*wi)iri you. and release the d«)g? And. Tessii — 
supii'Kr you take the N»y. Take him and 'shut 
hiffi' s'linrwhen*. Ili' is ninning over you. He is 
gittiiii: the upiHT han<l «»f ivtryNKly. Why not 
If.iVr hini in Xhv j^arav^t' f'»r a while!'" 

Hut Trss.'i put lip h»T Iij»: shr ItMiktnl enough 
likf Trip to N* f:is httl«- siNtrr. 

"I don't api'r'Ai- of shutting children into 
placrs," she .s.inl. distinitly. She lumeil her 
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head with a slow motion of the neck that Ferris 
knew well. She had the obstinacy of a weak, at- 
tractive woman. It would have been easier in 
his able days for him to have floored a formidable 
man in the ring than to make Tessa do what she 
did not choose. She laid aside her butterfly with 
a wounded air, and pulled Trip along by his dirty 
little fingers. A fluff of prismatic floss floated 
back from her and hovered in the air for a mo- 
ment, then drifted down. 

Sheffield did not return. Ferris lay looking out 
of the window. He saw Tessa run bareheaded, 
with the lace on her hair, to help Harry unlock the 
garage. The wind took her dress and the pretty 
mock of the nurse's apron and twisted them about 
her moving limbs. The dress was crimson, of the 
tint that is dull in the shade and brilliant when the 
sim touches it. She fluttered in the wintry gale 
like a maple leaf that was uncertain whether to 
fly or to fall. 

Trip pranced about her as if he had been a puppy. 
She did not obey his father s wish about the child. 
She looked as irresponsible as the boy. In the 
cold sunlight she laughed and shivered, tossed back 
to the house, and disappeared from the range of 
the sick man's eyes. These clouded for a moment, 
but cleared cheerfully. Why exact or expect of 
Tessa? She was a creature to be caressed, or 
crushed; there was no median way to treat her. 

Philos, released from the "go-rash" — his tail 
dowTi, nose down, ears up — flew to the house like 
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love unchained, dashing he.idIong to his master, 
ujMm whom he lavishetl the piissionate s>Tnpathy 
of one* who had but just learned by experience 
what imprisonment meant. 

It was some time l)efore Tessa returned to the 
study. When she did she found Myrton lying 
(luiitly; his wasteil cheek was turned upon the 
htih» <loj^'*s; l)oth sti'meil to be asleep. Tessa sat 
smiIin^^ as one smiles at some fresh and pleasant 
nrollrction, while she finished her butterfly. The 
rockinj^-cliair creakinl as she moved. Myrton did 
not wake, or did not siK\'ik. It did not occur to 
Tcssii to ask herself which. 

It was iHTliai)s a couple of weeks after that the 
cnll(Mrf president came in. Ferris received him 
with a touefiing eagerness. In the industrious, 
S4rlu«lt«l, and able faculty these two alone h;id 
kn'»\vii a wider than the academic life. They were 
acrustMnu'd lo the things wliich tnivel, leisure, 
s«K ii ty. anil jHvuniary I'asi' a»ld to a m;m. or sul>- 
tr.M t tn»ni him. 

riif t'n-iina^^Mnry <»f what. ft»r lack of a lietter 
\N": I. It is tlu" t.ishi<»n to di'S^'riN' as the initiated 
il.f... .. li.id ilrawii ihiin. aiiil a rral alTiTtion luul 
li« M tl.<in l'»>;rlhiT. I'mis had long ri'cognizetl 
in t! ♦ ♦■!!n r ih.il tii]ii»* r.iiiunl whii-fi g«HS t»> nuke 
ul. .♦ V.I- I . Jl a 111. ill n| p!il»hi' alTairs. nildn*lh 
u.r. iiiiTk'l .it \\'.is?:iiii:l«»ii by an administration 
«!; Mii/'ivlii d !••!* It. sfl«iin»n «>t" stn»ng men; an«l 
M>nittinus Krrris Ml in I. is trit*nd an acivlerating 
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restlessness which a man of that type is not likely 
to control unless he must. In his own mind, Fer- 
ris did not believe that any country college could 
retain Hildreth many years. 

For some reason that day, Mr. Hildreth was con- 
strained and distrait; he had, in fact, the manner 
for which the sick are accustomed to watch, in the 
well — that of consciously sparing one something 
which one would prefer not to be spared. The 
professor scrutinized his friend. 

"He has been persuaded to take an appoint- 
ment," thought Ferris. " We are going to lose him." 

Hildreth talked steadily — almost too steadily — 
about the college. He clung to the topic so that 
Ferris shrewdly suspected him of having come upon 
a personal rather than a professional errand, and 
one which, for some reason, he shrank from intro- 
ducing. 

"I can have my classes in here — can't I?" 
urged Ferris, "as soon as I get on my feet. I 
don't know that it is necessary to wait for that. 
We could move the furniture about, and get in 
camp-chairs and manage. I shall be at my post 
next term, anyhow." 

" Do not concern yourself. Do not feel hurried," 
returned Hildreth. "We have divided your work 
among us very comfortably. We shall wait for 
you till—" 

"You can't divide my work!" interrupted Ferris, 
irritably. "Would you have the Chemical Chair 
translate Browning — my Browning — for those cubs ? 
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What wouM you assign to Mathematics — 'The 
Skylark * ? or * Kuhla Khan * ?'* 

** Y'»uVc not feehnjj as well as usual to-day. are 
your" ohstTvttl Hildreth. kinilly. 

** You m-e<ln't supi)ose you deceive me, Xot in 
ihr Ifast!" crie*l the sick man. "You are doing it 
— all ihis—vourself. It will be the kist snowflake 
on thf avalanche. You will begin to Ixr tired of 
tli«- wliole thinfj. and vou won't know whv. WTiat 
<l«'i > ii mattrr? (live my work ti^ the .-Vgricultural 
Sih'H.l or llic .Me*lical! (ict some rtHl-h;mded 
vivi^iHt«»r to carve the heart-beats out of 'In 
M«TT)'»ri:inr for mv l>ereavcd classes — no — bettor 

m 

n'><-:vf 'The Ancient Mariner* for Aim. . . . You arc 
t** ' viluaMe to Routleilge to Ix? exixrnded on this 
airiirM'l a^vi'lent. ... I think {)erh;ips I could 
iTi.i:: ::;•• a leelure in here next wtvk. The onlv 
ti.:: '.; i. . . . I ean't. . . . President Hildrelh. you 
V. ■!. ! I- 11 .iiivlxHJv. will v<»u? But / ca%xi ri\tJ 
• I lM\t' sueh a ftvliny^- such a ilistress 
!}• !t . .111'! lu re." Ferris clasjvd his hamls on 
h: . )• 1. !:;>: liis waveretl; the U^\ in his cves 
!■»•!.• : «•::! ; :t!**iUNly at his frieU'l. 

■ ])• •.-•1 slrrp'" asktil HiMreth, abruptly. 
\ '. * V .: ! I'rrris. "th.it's ju^l it. I am j^ettin^ 
U' 11 • : <":rse. .is y- -u sif. I am ^ettinj; well all 
t; •:::.«•. \\\i\ liN Iv. just ihi^ wi-ek. and last. I 
• '■•:'* l''!'. I «!'>:ri s'.i: :-»•*<* th.it's so vt-rv im- 
:■■•* ::.t \\'i\ :!:»• ::»'mMi is, / ./.•«'/ ht\ir it n«»t to 
'■ • • /:•«■;» Siuh' tui-n «!o. I d^n't stx-m t«» 
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"I have no experience of that misfortune," said 
the president, slowly and with gravity. "I can- 
not presxime to say that I know anything about it. 
But I know enough to know that I don't. That's 
something, perhaps. I think you will get out 
of it." 

He paused; he found himself recalling cases he 
knew that never had got out of it. With some 
abruptness he changed the subject. 

"By the way, as I was coming over I met that 
jimior — young Sheffield." 

**Yes?" said the professor. His face stiffened 
into attention like a lounging soldier summoned 
to dress parade. 

**He is running up too many marks," suggested 
Mr. Hildreth, leaning back in the adipose easy- 
chair which stood by the invalid's couch for the 
comfort of his visitors. 

**I dare say. He has gone in for athletics too 
hard." 

**He is off a good deal. He cuts recitations. 
He will get suspended if he doesn't look out. I've 
known his father a good while. I should be sorry 
if it came to disciplining the boy." 

The two men regarded each other quite steadily 
and in silence. The countenance of the elder pass- 
ed indefinably upon its guard. 

**I see," said the professor. 

**I met him on the campus," continued the pres- 
ident, carelessly. **Mrs. Ferris and that lively 
dog of yours were with him. It occurred to me — " 
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'*Ycs?** interrupted Ferris again. 

•* Possibly Mrs. Ferris might give him a hint, a 
warning of some kind. He might take it from a 
lady — that sort of boy does — when he wouldn't 
listen to us." 

"I see/* repeated the professor. He spoke so 
quietly that his friend was half deceived, and had 
oiK'nod troubkrl lips to say, 

**E.\rusi» me; you do not see/' but they closed 
without anf>ther wonl. A single sigh, slow, low, 
and inelTably sa<l. escaped the sick man. 

'* .\nt that it is ver>' important, at least not yet,** 
Mr. HiUlrcth hurriwl to explain himself. 

*(>h. <»f course not/* s:iid Ferris, lightly. 

His sij^h ccasiNl in a deplorable smile. The two 
nu*n (lid not l<x>k at each other as they shook 
hands, and Mr. Hildrcth went away. 

l*>i»Tn his \h'\\ the pn»fcssor c«)uld see across the 
skrli't<»n c<tsmos, through twistctl arms of naked 
dnis, tlic Doric pillars of the president's house. 
It was snowing -a relucUmt, genial snow, whose 
htart was half rain. Hildreth walketl through the 
whii<' Mur rapidly and went straight home. He 
di<l iiMi ]. N»k baik at the win<low- he sometimes 
did wlirpf he knew the sick man lay and watchetl 
his di'.ir. fatviiliar figure. He meant to sp;ire, and 
U'*\ ti» hurt; but the imagination of the fortunate 
iMiiTi'^t 1' ll'W tl;i' mind of tlu* tleniol. IVrris won- 
<lfnd .it th i'lnissiMii, and exjtlaintil it on several 
sujfjit'N'.ti. Ms, ntluT of wliii'h increased his dis- 
comfort. 
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At dusk Tessa came dimpling in. She asked 
whether he could get along without her that even- 
ing. One of the secret societies, which are so 
powerful in college life, and even outside of it, was 
giving a public entertainment. 

**It's Alpha Theta." urged Tessa. "It's an 
operetta. It's in the Hall, and everybody is going. 
The boys depended upon me, but I said I couldn't 
leave you. But now they've sent — a committee 
after me. Do you think — if Ann sat where she 
could hear your electric bell all the time? I 
wouldn't leave you alone for the world if you 
didn't wish me to, you know, M5nix)n. I'll do 
exactly as you say, of course." 

Tessa pushed the furs back from her wine- 
colored cloth costimie. She wore ermine, which 
her husband disliked, although he had never said 
so. Where would be the use? She smiled and 
sparkled above the white, hunted things whose 
death decorated her vital beauty. 

She was a dressy little person, in a well-bred 
way — one of the women who look particularly well 
in their winter clothes ; one of those who compel the 
embarrassing question: How much more soul has 
she than her furs used to have? 

**I see — you don't want me to. I won't go," 
repeated Tessa. She folded her ermine collar with 
the slightly injured expression that Ferris knew so 
well. He held out an indulgent hand. Tessa rose 
as he did so, and her muff dropped into his fingers. 
He stroked it a moment before he said: 
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"Tcasic, do you know how they catch these 

pretty creatures — fc»r you?" 

**()h, I never read those animal stories," pouted 
Tess;i. '*! believe they're made up out of whole 
— whole fur." 

"This is (Htlerent from the others," urged Ferris, 
j^eiitly. **The ennine is so dainty. It is a lady. 
Teasie. It won't let anything t^mch it that ought 
n«»t t') — anything that is not quite clean; it is so 
white, you set*. It will not step into the mud. 
You can't frighten it — yiu can't hunt it into a 
plaet* where it will get sixittered; not to save its 
lite. It will st;ind still instead, and be taken and 
killi-*!." 

*'I shouldn't think that would be worth while." 
ar^^tH-fl Tess;i. "OtuMn't it go int«> the brook 
altt-rwanls and tike a balh?" 

A glint in luT Mk k eves answiTtxl the blue lire 
«f Iht husband's gaze. What did Myrton mean? 
n lirilv. \\v had i«ne <if what Tess;i calliHl his alle- 
'•■•riial attacks. She to< -k the nuilT and hid her 
li..::!; in it. with a hard motion, crushing the 
r:ir.:::r against her s«»lt b«»«lv. 

" \"\x sif. I'm not a class. Myrton. It's a pity 
: • V. .1 tf g.H-l rhelorii: t-n me. The ilt'jKirtmenl 
'.\:'.l :»'iil it all. Wfll, 1*11 go and li-il tlu* Ik»vs I 
\..u\ ::••. Harry will I'Xplain. I'll get my things 
«■::. .ii. 1 ril e«ime ar.'l reail to y-'U." adde«l Tessa, 
wi?!: .1 trrtain d^'ii^tiil c!u*erfulness jKVuliar to 
liiTvlf w!itn she was i<!iigitl to do Si»mething that 
slir iliil n-'t hke. Witii r\«TV fibre «»f her Ixxlv and 
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spirit Tessa hated illness, and the care of the sick. 
It was as if the intervening civilization had been 
left out of her, which stood between herself and 
some savage ancestor who had pushed on his way, 
leaving infancy and age and weakness and disease 
to perish without a glance behind him. Myrton 
turned his head on his pillow wearily. 

**0h, go, Tessa. I can manage, somehow. Just 
ask Ann to sit in the dining-room — or some place 
where she can hear the bell. I'll get along. I had 
much rather you'd go." 

"No," reiterated Tessa, in her soft, unconquer- 
able tone, "Fm not going. After dinner I shall 
read to you." 

This, with her inexorable purpose to fill the 
sacrificial r61e when it suited her, she did. 

Tessa did not like to read aloud, and seldom 
offered to. But when she determined to do so she 
persisted like a phonograph till the cylinder of her 
caprice was exhausted. 

** There's a paper by that Yale man on *Good 
Usage in English Style,'" suggested Ferris, turn- 
ing over the magazines hungrily. 

Tessa objected that she would as soon read a 
Chinese grammar. 

*'I suppose it is heavy for you, Teasie. Could 
you stand a little Keats .'^ I noticed an illustrated 
article somewhere — it had copies of his best por- 
traits. You might not find it oppressive. It is 
very short." 

But Tessa did not favor Keats, whom she dis- 
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misst»d as ** tragic. " She urged that Myrtrm should 
not bo allowed U) listen to anything professional; 
it would have a tendency to keep him awake. She 
chose an automobile story by a popular author, and 
rippU*<l through it merrily. 

Ferris turnc*<l his face tf) the wall, ancl did not 
si)<\'ik when Tessa had finished the auUjmobilc 
St' try. 

"Are you aslrep. Myrti»n?** askeil Tessa, <lis- 
tinctlv. The sick man (ii<l not answer. He had 
not slept two hours out of the last forty-eight. To 
jjive him fifteen minutes* unconsciousness, a wom- 
an who lovol him would have read to him half the 
ni^ht. 

Thi- M'mhI pumjK'rl through his fami.shed bniin 
at the lliMughllessni'Ss of his wife; for a moment his 
ban* s'lul tharactcrize<I it in jjhra.ses stnmger than 
hr WAS acvustonuil to apply to Tess;i, n»> matter 
wl;.il shr <lid. Hut he did n<»t utter them. Tessa 
s.ii ti«l;^ttinj^' in the adipise easy-chair for a little 
uhilr. and tlun shf tipt'HMl out. She left the 
il'M'fs njH'n iluit shi* mi^ht jkiss without sound, or 
nlurn. Hut shr did not rrturn. 

Thr ;:rni.il sn- 'W-st* -nn. now transmigniting nip- 
illv i::l'» rain, was blurring all the windows, and 
s;»l.isl:ini: ilu' C'llf^'t* |n'«fple who wiTe going to the 
]>!iy. Thr i.iiylit \\as warm, and gr«»wing warmer. 
'I'l.r st'i'!' :-.ts wtTi- U'-isv t!;at evi-nir.^. The pn>- 
t» ^s r I'.NtrTU'd i» ihi* tr.iuip of a ihousiind fet*t out- 
si- Ic l.is \\i:i«!«»ws. S^nKwhcre s«)nielxHlv started 
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" Routledgel 
Routledgel 
Hi-ho-rahl" 

Then from out of the melting storm came that 
miasic than which there is none more moving in 
the world, to which the oldest and the saddest and 
the strongest of us yield all the heart we have — the 
power and pathos of yoimg, male voices singing in 
the night. 

*' Nelly was a lady," 

sang the Routledge boys. 

Ferris lay listening to the song. A single slow 
tear escaped his closed eyes; he swept it furtively 
away, as if some one had seen it. 

The night grew warm — it grew very warm. The 
registers in the study were open, and the room be- 
gan to become imendurably hot. He called his 
wife, gently; he felt sorry to trouble her. 

** Teasie ? Would you mind coming back to shut 
my register.'^ . . . Teasie?*' 

But Teasie did not answer. 

"Ann?** called Ferris, in a startled voice. But 
Ann did not hear. With growing discomfort he 
touched the electric bell. It resounded through- 
out a silent house. Philos got up, whined, and re- 
turned to his basket. The dog was panting as if 
he had run five miles. 

The atmosphere of the room had now become 
apoplectic. Rain was dashing on the double win- 
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dows, and no means of rcdudnjj the temperature 
was within reach of the deserted invalid. The 
bhxKl hnilol in his brain and hammered on his 
temples. His watch tnld him— it was now half- 
[>ast ten — that he hail bcrn alone and unattendcrl 
ft )r I w« » h< Hirs antl a half. Driving; through two large 
<ild-fashii>ned rej^'isters, the force of a powerful mid- 
winiiT luniace fire seemed to sin>»c the ro<">m. The 
heli»less man lay sc<>rchin;^ in it. His lireath short- 
ened as Lis in:lsc* bounded ui>. The crims^^n of his 
faei' sl"wly erejit t'» i)uq>le. His distress was such 
that wlien Philos barked sud<lenly. leapini; from 
his iMskrt. his master i)aid ivt attention to the fact, 
n'T 'V: 1 1>' !:«'tivv ih.at the »!mj^ had left the nvim. 

Tr.e Ibat • i" the sui«!y was n^w sn intense, the 
nviti ^ ' v.t.ik a!v! sm ifM-nd l»y laik <»f sleep, that 
ilurr V. .1-; re.illy an iler.u-:.l < »f danj^er in the sittui- 
ti'-T! ll.;ll e'»r.Mi«»;is «»f this. IVrris striij:i:!e«l to 
till- ri.'r ' ■!' I;is bed and put his fii-t upf»n the !l«>«»r. 
(i.;-: :: u: v-i'-li l!.»* efhrt. antl with tlie fierN' atnvis- 
p!'.« :i- i'l ul.ii:) Ki< hi-.id spun like a falling; star, he 
]..!■:• 1 !'» ;...t!.'r strnv.ah. At i!iis moment he 
b. .' .•» : b- irrpi r:ri ily aw^in* «!" v«ai*es in the hm^ 
■:■■:* !. 'l'!:- --r u^ir s'.ibiin-d t«» uhisiKTs. 

■a!:' 'i V. • n- p'lrii I" ti-'i l'\" ;i]>rupl >ih*iue»i. While 
; I • '..V -.!'!! •,; \\\\\\ ll.i 1 ".Misfd imprr^sjons that 
r!.. . !•: • :«• Kpi:; l.'.rn. .t •-ii::'!i' »- ".lU'l. significant an«l 
• :! :! • I . : • : • T.tti ! 1.:^ v r.ii'.i:." ^r.ji:\ .nid set-n'-isl 
I' • :■ *• :■ **■•!'•■..*.■! !.'*"'■« 

\\ ••:. .. :• '. "v. i "..Tt !.!• vr-it !■» I.i^ t«-rt. t"llert^l 
up«':i !l.»Tn : r .i i:: -ir.ir.t. .i:i«! till. 
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The three came running in — Philos, Tessa, and 
Sheffield. Tessa rushed to the register, but Shef- 
field broke a window and let the wet air in. Shocked 
words rose to the young athlete's lips, but for some 
reason he did not speak them as his strong arms 
lifted his professor to the bed. 

Instead, the boy said, excitedly, "TU go for the 
doctor. Let me by — quick!" 

He pushed past Mrs. Ferris a little roughly, arid 
Ferris heard the front door open and shut. Tessa 
began to say something — Myrton could not have 
told what ; he believed it was something about the 
broken window; he looked at her confusedly; it 
seemed to him that if he did not speak, and so have 
done with it, he should not live to speak again. 

Without prelude or apology, he said : 

"Tessa! Tell me precisely what has happened." 

"Why, I went to the play, that's all," protested 
Tessa. "You were sleeping like a cemetery, and 
I didn't think it would do any harm. Ann prom- 
ised to sit in the dining-room — I shall dismiss Ann 
to-morrow. Nobody thought the play would be 
so long. I didn't think — I didn't suppose — I didn't 
intend — " 

"Oh, I don't mean that," deprecated Ferris, 
feebly. " Never mind about the play. It's some- 
thing that happened afterwards. Out in the hall 
— I thought I heard — I'm sure, Tessa, I must have 
been mistaken ; but I did think — you know one can 
hear everything in here when the doors are open — 
and I distinctly heard — " 
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His voice dropped upon one worried word. 

Tessa, rising above him in her wine color and 
white fur. seemed to blaze all over. Ferris per- 
ceived, although he found it hanl to believe, that 
she threw up her chin and laughed. 

**\Vhy, I was kissing Philos good-night," she 
said, j^tKxl-naturedly. "You tnust have been de- 
lirious," she ad(le<l, in a slow, contemptuous voice. 

I If ilid not reply, and Tcssii put her soft hand — 
nnt j^ontly — ujx^n his shoulder. 

" M yrli'»n ! Myrton !" she called, loudly. " Wake 
up! Hrrt**s the di)ctor coming!" 

Hut Myrton did not stir. 

..." What in hell have you lx?en doing to him?" 
crit'il ihi' uld d«)ctor. He tunietl ujx^n Tessa sav- 
;iV^rly. His plain, familiar, mcri^ful face h;id os- 
suiiittl ilu' priTtij^ativcs <»f an accusing angel. Its 
I'Xpn-ssiMn struck Tessii ci»l«l. She cowerwl into 
luT rnninc. 





VI 



fOW and then the students tried, in 
bungling boys' ways, to express sym- 
pathy with their favorite professor. 
It became — nobody ever knew quite 
how — the fashion not to tramp like 
bashi-basouks past the white house 
with the wings. Some one had suggested that the 
fellows take the other side of the street. 

"Ferry won't hear us so plainly over there." 
Whether it were necessary for Ferry to be kept 
awake by hearing them at all, was a view of the 
case to which the imagination of the gentlest lad 
in the college had not soared. It was assumed in 
Routledge, as it is the well world over, that a boy 
must be a boy, though men or women perish as a 
consequence. As it was in the beginning, is now, 
and ever may be, the songs and shouts of the stu- 
dents racked the night, tore the nerves of the sick, 
and whipped the sleep from insomniac eyes. Be- 
fore the winter was over, Ferris had begun to sus- 
pect that he was not likely to recover unless he 
could get outside of a college town. Nevertheless, 
the boys were sorry for him, and would have taken 
some trouble in his behalf, if they had known how. 
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The lad whom he had never marked for cutting 
prayers remembered that the professor cared for 
flowers, and used to contribute to the adornment 
of the sick-room big bouquets on vnre stems 
squatted in wads of evergreen. 

The near-sighted boy with the round glasses 
asked timidlv one dav to be allowed to come in, 
and proudly prcsentecl a radiometer for the in- 
valid's entertainment. 

*• It looked so jolly in the laborator>'," said 
Brander. holding it awkwardly to the light. "I 
thought it might amuse you, sir, on simny days." 

The exquisite instrument in its globe of glass 
spun madly in the boy's Angers, yearning to the 
winter sun as if its heart would burst for joy of light. 

** What's that, Brander? Oh, I see — a Crookes's 
tul>e. Thank vou, Brander. No doubt I shall 
find it vcr\' amusing. But what is it going to do 
on dark days, my lad?** 

The radiometer slid slowly out of the sunbeam; 
the student slii)jx?d it into the shadow of a curtain, 
and the j^rofessc^r watcheil the dancing thing, which 
fell as if it had fainte<l in a waltz, dragged itself 
along f(»r a dismal revolution or two, and ceased to 
stir altogether. 

** I sui>iv»se. sir." venture<l the boy, in an under- 
tone. *'it will have to wait for some more light." 

He jnit the ra<li<»meter <lown hanl on the table 
and stumble<l out of the room, embarrassed lest 
he hatl siiid the wrong thing. (»r too much of the 
right one. 
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Ferris lay thoughtfully watching the radiometer 
— merry, mysterious, and sensitive. 

'*Like the heart of a fine boy,'* thought the pro- 
fessor. 

Brander was the last man in the college of whom 
he should have expected this kind of thing. 

"A man might teach these lads a lifetime before 
he would know how," he mused, **and I — I had 
just begun." 

It proved to be a cold winter, and a very dark 
one. On more days than it danced on the window- 
sill the radiometer stood sullenly still. 

Ferris had now to turn a new page in the Book 
of Pain; he had to experience an invalid winter in 
the New England climate. He met it uncomplain- 
ingly, not because he would, but because he must. 
He fought it with a formidable silence. He re- 
belled like Lucifer in frosted chains. He made no 
pretence of what is called resignation. As Tessa 
said, he was ** unreconciled." He had ceased to 
discuss his fate with his wife. This, since the night 
of the Alpha Theta play, had assumed a grave out- 
look. Even Tessa admitted that Myrton had suf- 
fered a relapse. She would have been more sorry 
for him if she had been able to convince herself 
that she was in no way to blame for it. It always 
made Tessa hard to be put in the wrong. 

Between the husband and wife a constraint 
which neither could overcome had slowly formed. 
Tessa did not know what to make of it. It vexed 
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licr m< )re than it {jricvcxl her. She was accustomed 
to l)cinjj txikcn by Myrton for IxHtcr or worse, as 
the one adorable and fascinatin}; wtiman in the 
Wf)rld. She had accepted his idolatry as a matter 
of course. At times it had struck her as trouble- 
some, Imt it had never occurred to her that it 
mij^ht not be eternal. Now she felt that she was 
in the j^rip of an incredil)le criticism upon which 
her dimple had no effect, and against which her 
new lac'i* evening dress— black, dra])e<l over red, 
and toudu^l with coral — ma<le no obvious head- 
way. 

Harry had a]»j)reciat**d that dress; he had asked 
for a o»ral l^'a*) to havi* set as a scarf-])in. But 
Harry tlid not atxtw s<» often, now. When he did, 
slu* t<M.k pains that Myrton should nf»t Ik* troubleil 
by the eireumslanee. As Tess;i s;iiil. he was n«it 
Well eni»ugh tn be alli»weil any annoyance which 
he omlil be si)are<l. \o dMiibt he hail enough with 
the nurse>;, uj)«»n whose stientifie. if unattnictive, 
ministrati«»ns the d<K'ti»r had iHTnnj)t«>rily thri»wn 
him alter tin* rpisiMle of the Alpha Theta play. 
TfNs.i frit that the physieian des]>ise<l her since that 
\inln« ky <Kiasion; slu' rnvt-r like«l anylxnly wht> 
did Ti't a-liiiire luT. aii«l an ai tive ri-i»ugnance U^ 
Ilif . M (iK'ii.r nplaieil lu-r lir>t starlle«l surprise* 
at l!it' p.hl** I'l'Mli'iiipt of his n-ei-tii attitude low- 
ar«!-> h-r-.tli. Ti -.^.i i«.ini.l it luml t«> luiderstand 
h««w .i:iy mail- mi:il i-uld \\i'i;.:h .md juilije instead 
«'f ad'-riu^'. htT Slit- pfiK rifli'l to ei»iitnle lur symj>- 
I^imj, whi-n 'ilii- had .iiu . v. iiuh w.is ii. »t oitt-n. for 




she was as healthy as a warm and well-fed kitten, 
in long letters to her cousin, Dr. Pierpont. Once 
when she had a cold, she sent for him to come on 
from New York. 

In the days of the Most Holy Catholic Inquisi- 
tion, one form of torture was foimd to succeed 
when every other failed. This was the infliction 
of enforced sleeplessness. A few nights and days 
of this religious amusement brought the most ob- 
stinate heretic to abject terms. 

Myrton Ferris could not sleep. The occasional 
had become the continual fact. Night upon star- 
ing night he lay in his study bedroom and heard 
the college clock call every hour. In proportion 
as his power of motion increased — as it had to a 
limited extent — his power of rest eluded him. He 
could now sit in the stout easy-chair a certain por- 
tion of each day; but he would have given his 
chance, whatever it was, of regaining physical 
liberty for five nights' sleep. We make no exag- 
geration in saying this, such was his rack. Read 
he could not, nor write; conversation was much of 
the time impossible; yet the amazing — sometimes 
it seemed to him the cruel — thing was that his 
mind remained imclouded ; it blazed like the African 
sun on the great desert; it knew neither rains nor 
dews ; it burned his brain to ashes, from which an- 
other sprang, to be consumed again. Thought, 
feeling, imagination, assumed tremendous activ- 
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itics. Without De Quinccy's opiate, he knew De 
Quincey's dreams. Emotion flogRecl him to emo- 
tion. He Hew from effort to effort of the unaj^ 
jK^asable mind. Poems that he might not read 
taunted his memory. (Ireat pictures, foreign ar- 
chitecture, noble stTUery, ft»rgotten music, strong 
plays— the treasures of his free and thrnightful life 
— ])rnvMketl his nHroUeetion as a man tomienls a 
dog by nicking him with s«tmething that he can- 
not reach. It seemed ti» him that if he could 
smite j)en (»n paj^T he ci»uld write the greatest 
thing that the worl<l had misseil— The R'Kik of 
Denial. Then, like the radiMmctiT, his miml would 
drnj) «^ut of the waltz, swinging ])etulantly fmm the 
large Im th.e trivial. He plnddcil nvcr examination 
pajxTs t*» .*iavi- stu]»id bnys from In-ing put back a 
viMr. F'>r classi's tliat he might ni'^er nurt again 
he C'lnstnutnl lectures that he c^uM never delivtT. 
<\rtain jH-rsiinal tn»ubli-s. t«>*>, which he was ahlf 
t«» master bv tl.iv. se«»rne.l him f^r their slave at 
night. He thMiiijht nf iwn things- his CDlU'ge am! 
hi< V. lie 

H> i;!"'Wiii:^ deviati"!! fn^m Te«;« iHT])le.xed as 
mih 1- .is it distressed him. T-* h-ild her he would 
havi ilteil ; f»r li\ ed wliei: I.e wislnd t«tdie. He ilid 
nit Iv !<i her. Had l.e e\<r d«»r:«' so? Hatl she 
«'Ver d'lie any m-Te tii.in .il'.^lit iijNin his <juiver- 
in^^ I •'.»■' In ! ti t. Wis T«--.i*s fi-lly l»« In* taki n 
seri'-u^-lv. lik«- t'.i .t ■ : .1 •!•.:! Tint \\«'in;in' Was u 
Mi'-ri- v;:!. !.i:.*i i! t:..i:i \\i*' y\\l\ ring diiNi iijuin the 
\ru'": .1 tT J.:, i! b'ltti r:I\ .' S •Utetinies he cttuld 




have humbled himself pitiably before her — he bad 
loved her so — he longed so desolately for her ten- 
derness. But something held him back. Tessa 
assumed her martyred air. She wore the expres- 
sion of a profoundly injtu-ed wife. She wished to 
make Myrton feel that he was the one to be for- 
given ; at times she succeeded in doing so. 

To the incident of the Alpha Theta evening he 
had never alluded; he might as well have thrown 
himself back into a quicksand out of which he had 
been dragged. Tessa was not stupid. He be- 
lieved that she had imderstood him, once for all. 
As for the boy, a few simple and serious words had 
sufficed : 

** Sheffield, you are cutting too many recitations, 
and dodging study hours. You will be suspended 
if you don't look out. Don't hang arotmd here 
quite so much. Go back to your work.** 

Harry had said, *' Thank you, sir,*' and that was 
the end of it. 

If the lad's straight eye wavered before his pro- 
fessor's it was to be expected. The official rebuke 
was enough to account for that. 

The winter hardened like a woman's heart when 
she has ceased to love, or thinks she has. The 
heads of the hills were bare white, as if they had 
aged suddenly and had become old-men moun- 
tains, weary of life. Beyond the president's man- 
sion a gleam of the river flashed into range of the 
window where the cosmos grew. Ferris watched 
the skaters darting from shore to shore. Some- 
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times he could identify Tessa's little figure in its 
scarlet skating-coat, swaying hand in hand with 
some student, tall above her. The elms whose 
arching arms clasped the beautiful streets of Rout- 
ledge stood in chain armor from head to foot. On 
days when the radiometer was dancing, it was im- 
possible to look at the elms ; they blazed and blind- 
ed; when the radiometer sulked, and there fell a 
dark thaw, the ice dropped from the twigs and 
rolled up piles of spilled moonstones upon the 
slipjKTy, uncleared sidewalks. The snow was deep, 
and had frozen to its heart. On the coldest nights, 
when the wind drove without mercy from the hills, 
the ice cracked about the study wing like a glacier; 
the rciK)rts were as loud as pistol-shots, and suc- 
cc*eck^l one another at incalculable intervals. The 
<il(l house tremblc*d and the bed vibrated in the 
grasj) of the northwester. Jerked by the ice can- 
nonade from the dream down whose blessed gulf 
he was struggling to sink, the man would wince 
and wake. 

h\:rris had fallen upon a fate, fortunately by no 
means general among sleepless persons — he had 
iKvomi' a trespiisser upon the world of sound. 
The K^^'^U human, healthy, noisy earth cast him 
(ail as an alien. In it he had no place, and of it 
he no longer was. It useil Uy seem to him that he 
had more kinship with such lower races as slept 
with the dawn and waked with the dark than with 
beings of his own kind. A shout, a song, a piano, 
a cough, a footfall, branded his burning brain. He 
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became sensitive to inexorable trifles — a, mouse in 
the wainscot, the stir of a blind, the throb of a 
window, the latching of a door. 

The usual stir of well and thoughtless family life 
grew intolerable, and he found himself imable to 
explain why to the satisfaction of any person who 
could sleep. Certain words from the creed of a 
faith which his sufferings had submerged within 
him used to spring in the night to his parched lips. 
•*He descended into hell," they said. 

Now all this Tessa could not, or would not, or 
did not understand — no, nor a pang of it. Tessa 
had the unreasoning optimism of the slight nature. 
She treated Myrton to cheerful theories which she 
had evolved from her quite comfortable conscious- 
ness. She made a cushion of her excellent health 
and sat upon it in judgment of his affliction. Her 
nerves were under praiseworthy control — why not 
his? She went to bed to go to sleep, and slept 
when she got to bed. Why did not Myrton do the 
same? If Myrton were disturbed by the piano, 
was that the fault of the piano ? 

Tessa entertained as she had always done, freely, 
and at all hours. She complained that she could 
not live in a hospital. She urged that she must 
have relief from the strain of her unfortunate posi- 
tion. The care of an invalid husband was very 
depressing. This was Tessa's favorite word. She 
turned her neck slowly when she used it, and brought 
her lips together with the satisfaction of a woman 
who has advanced an argument of masculine force. 
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It had seemed a trifling matter that Mrs. Ferris 
had (]uarrelled with her husband's physician, but 
a pettier circumstiince than this may \^Tcck a life. 
I*\'rris was deprived of the mediation of the doc- 
tor's influence — oiten the only protection left to 
llie neglected or misunderstocxl sick. At first, he 
used to s:iv sometimes: 

"Teasie, would you mind not doing so-and-so?** 

Or. ''Teasie dear, if you could make it possible 
to do this or that?" 

But Teasie would put up her under lip and sweet- 
ly siiv: 

•'You know. Myrton. I shall do whatever is 
really for the l>est. A sick ix»rson cannot be the 
judKc." 

Hefore the winter was over Tessa had persuaded 
h(»rsilf that it was her dutv to do for Mvrton, not 
what he needed (»r wishe<l. but what she thought 
fit. In her small, s<^ft jH^rsonality the infinite 
s<.icnci' nf neglect was carrii*<l to a complicated art. 

Hy s]>ring, Ferris had almost ceased to ask the 
I ' •ninmncst kindness fr«)m his %rife. 

Thi* r.innnnade (»f the ice «lie<l from outside the 
^tinlv win<l«)ws; the chain armor dripjHHl from the 
«'l!i.s. tlie mcH»nstones cninche<l iH'ntalh the feet 
• »r Sank into ihr softemnl p;iths: yt'l the old-men 
mountains n*taint*tl the white u|M)n their heads; 
(liiii:v ilritts shink into cnrn«Ts of vards and un- 
ilrr fi'iMs; winltT mrltol like a bad humor, and 
was n«»l 

The windows of the study wcTe flung wide; the 
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sun swung high ; and the radiometer waltzed every 
day upon the sill. Only the heart of the woman 
did not melt. Tessa had convinced herself that 
Myrton could get well, if he would. She treated 
him accordingly. 

One day in early May he had asked to have both 
windows open, and he was sitting in the warm 
wind, quietly and alone. 

The radiometer was spinning madly — he had 
grown fond of the delicate toy, and liked to watch 
it. Under the window the long, green plumes of 
the late cosmos had ventured a little way from the 
roots; the professor tried one day to lean over and 
see them, but the tyrant in his hurt back forbade 
him. Manv flowers that he could not see were 
budding. The air was as full of their immature 
perfimie as the heart of an untried intimacy. 

Between the leaf-lace of the unfolding elms the 
river gleamed beyond the president's house. The 
canoes of the students floated around the bend in 
the stream, and under the bridge where the cur- 
rent was strong. 

A boy came whistling down the street, and the 
invalid idly followed his motions. The lad had the 
leisurely step of his class, and it was some moments 
before the professor identified him as a messenger 
from the telegraph office in the village. 

When the door-bell struck, and Ann came in 
with the yellow envelope, Ferris stretched out his 
unoccupied hand with the indifference of a man 
accustomed to large mails and a free use of the wires. 
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•*It's for Mrs. F*erris," explained Ann. "She's 
out canoeing, or I wouldn't be botherin' the likes 
of you." 

**It may need an answer," said the professor. 
** Kcrj) the messenger, Ann. Til read it and see — 
and please sign for me." 

Ann ran, and F*erris read the telegram: 

"M<itluT is siTiously sick with pneumonia. Will keep 
you in funned by wire how the case progrcsst*s. 

**IIONOEIA." 

He read the telegram over several times, dwell- 
ing '»n tlK' uncxi)ecttKi disproportionately as the 
silk do. 

Wlun Tcssii came home in her short canoeing 
drrss. witli her brilliant cheeks, he held the mes- 
si|^r out to her. 

" V<iur mother is ill," he hastened to say. kindly. 
** 1 sus]H-ci she is very ill. You were not in, so I 
njK iinl the telegram. ... I hojx? it wll not prove iis 
sni'ius ;is it apjK'ars." 

*'( )h." s;iid Tess;i, without any pretence of emo- 
tion. " Mother is pretty <»M. You never can tell." 

"Who tlu* ileure is Ilonoria?" asketl Ferris. 

** I il'«n*t woivler y«»u ask," reti>rUxl Tess;*. '* Y«iu 
h i\. !i*t s«'eii eiiiiuijh nf my relatives to know them 
ii >• '1 rnt'i ihein I'Ut sk.iling. lionoria is—" 

"< »!:, I rrinfinlM-r now," inlemipUxl Ferris. "It 
niU'-t hr your MvtiT f remember I siiw her at <nir 
wr.I'liTj;;. I h;nl l'ri:«»lten her name was lionoria, 
ihouyli. I <l"n't believe it was— was it.^" 

88 




** Honoria is the daughter of my step-mother/' re- 
plied Tessa, coldly. * * They call her Honor at home. ' ' 

"Oh, that accotmts for it," pleaded Ferris. "I 
do remember hearing somebody call a tall girl 
Honor. I beg her pardon — and yours, Teasie. 
You see, Teasie, there was only one girl in the 
world for me, that day. All the others looked alike. 
They were Gibson girls in illustrated papers. And 
I haven't — have I? — seen her since. She has 
never visited us, has she, Teasie?" 

'*No," said Tessa, "she never has. I asked her 
two or three times, but she could not come. You 
know Honoria has a fad. She's a nice girl — I al- 
ways liked Honoria — we always get on. But she 
has this fad. She was away for three years." 

"Oh yes," mused Myrton; "I remember now. 
I had forgotten. You never spoke of it, and we 
never saw her." 

"Nobody has seen anything of Honoria. She 
goes off on some outlandish duty to some heathen- 
ish place. Mother must have sent for her. Mother 
isn't at all hypochondriac. I think she must be 
really sick." 

Myrton 's face paled under the lash of Tessa's 
words and manner; but he only said, "Do you 
want to go on, Teasie?" 

"I don't want to," admitted Tessa. "The 
regatta comes off next week. But I may have to." 

"If you think it would be of any comfort to 
her — " urged Ferris. " But I suppose her daughter 
must know." 
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••That's just it." arp:ued Tessa. *• Hoikw doesn't 
say a won! alK»ut it. She doesn't tell nie it) omie 
on. She doesn't suggest it at all. I L'lke it for 
RT'intcd that shr knows her business. She's been 
at it lon^ enough." 

But two hours later Tessa came K'lck, dimpling. 

** There's a letter from Diek PierjKmt." she s;iid, 
smiling excite^Uy. ''lie is treating the case. He 
thinks I had better e«»me on." 

"Very well," assented Ferris, after an imper- 
ceptible pause. ** Hand me my check-book, Tessa. 
You will go to-nK)rrow, I supiK)se?" 

**I shall start to-night," s;iid Tessa, decidedly. 
"I have sent for Miss D^kht to come back. You 
will be ix'rfeetly s;ife with Miss I)(Kvr. You might 
have Jane it y'»u want to. It would Ik' a nict* time 
f<ir hiT to ome while I am awav. She's bt»en s** 
cra/v l'> see you but lane wears on me. Diek 
s:iys lu» will meet me. I shall go by the midnight 
e.xpress. I think I nei^l a change." 

"Oh. ver\' well." reix»ated Ferris. "Y<m will 
take s«»nie me^i^viw fn»m me. wcm't you? to your 
in'»t!ier? I am S'»rrier f«»r anylxMly who is sick 
ill. Ill I usetl t" be. And I sh<»uld uidge this to Jh* 
a M'ri"Us ease. Teasie? < Hi. Teasiel You w<»n't 
fMr-i t t« (••'m»* and s,iv e«HHl.l>ve to me? I know 
it \\\\\ !•♦• ntlur late. I llinught |KThaps y«»u 
nii,:0'.t i> • w.mt t* «ii»;turlt me Hut I sha'n't 
slup, y- ri kiV'W. till tlie h'-'is«- is still. I had 
ratl'.t-r <•■« v'.i iust at tin* List 

"Oh, I'll niniinber." ,s,iid Te.ss;!. 
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Between ten and eleven she rustled in and kissed 
him good-bye. She was in her dark travelling-dress, 
and close, small hat. She said that Harry would 
see her off at the train, and she had telegraphed 
Dick that she would take the express. Her red 
lips brushed her husband's, and she said that Miss 
Docer's cot was made up in the little room off the 
hall. 

The carriage door shut hard as Tessa drove 
away. A boy's laugh trolled back, and the wheels 
of the cab labored off in the spring mud. 

Miss Docer came into the study and asked what 
there was that she could do. 

Tessa stayed in New York three weeks. She 
wrote her husband dutifully. She wrote that her 
mother was better; then that she was worse; then 
the telegraph carried the news of Mrs. Drayton's 
death. Tessa did not return after the funeral, as 
Ferris had expected; she said that business had 
come up which kept her, and that Dick thought it 
would be well for her to remain long enough to see 
the estate properly divided. Besides, she had got 
all tangled up with dressmakers, and could not get 
away. Tessa observed that she did not mean to 
go into mourning; Honoria's would do for the fam- 
ily. She suggested that Myrton would not need 
her, since Jane was there, and sent her love to Jane 
with the good-nature that we feel towards one who 
is relieving us of an irksome duty. 

To a certain extent, as Myrton was driven to 
confess to himself, Tessa spoke the pitiful truth. 
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Jane was an old-fashioned, brooding woman, and 
had the qualities of her type; sometimes she tired 
him, but she never forgot him. She fussed a little, 
hut she loved much. The neglected man rested for 
a time in her familiar femininity, as a boy rests in 
his m«)ther*s home after a stormy passion; to 
whiih, in time, he knows that he must return. 
At first he could not deny that he did not miss 
Tiss;i as mucli as he exiK*ctetl. But the inexor- 
al»K' rhytlini of motion in a vital human love s\i'ung 
him back. I le had begun to miss his wife savagely, 
he liad bi'Kun to clamor for her with the call of a 
woundtil and famished thing, when she came home. 

JaiU' went one day, and Tessii came the next. 
Shr r;iim* in the morning, and the c<kj1 light of full 
<l:iy hrM her up as if she had Ikvu a picture unspar- 
iiii^ly hun^'. Tessii was liKiking remarkiibly well. 
Shr h;nl ^aini*<l in ci>lt»r, contour, and good spirits. 
Shr sti-nutl exiiliMl and haj)py. She kissitl her 
htisl.aml kindly rnough, and generously chattetl 
\\\\]\ hirn f«'r half an hour. It st*enuil to MvrUni 
ti; :'. .ibscnrr had carvt\l new lines alniut Tessa's 
lu-r.rh. .\«» (l«»ubt the s:ul S4-enes through which 
vh« h.i 1 briu iMm|K*lU'<! to i»;iss had- but nf>; they 
li.il Hot s. .firiuil Tess:i, Ibr faci' had hardmixl 
jN ri i j-til»!y ; it s<vnK*d V* glittrr on her husliand 
\n!;* :i slu' sniiKtl. 

Till 11 Trip IhiuticoI in, ami flung himsi'lf, a little 
wavr -■!* \*i\i\ \\\n^n luT. Wlu-n Trip crictl: "Mom- 
ir.t-r* Tvi- ^:iit a nuul-liakiTV in the gt»-rash. I 
i.m make s(.{vnnce prtserves'*; or: **Mommi.r! 
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Aunt Jane isn't pretty the way you are. She's too 
long. I like 'em short like you, Mommer!" Tessa 
grew Madonna in a minute. She kissed the child 
rapturously, and fondled him before his father's 
htmgrj' eyes. Ferris would have given a year of 
his life for one of those real kisses. 

"She was wife. She is mother," he thought. 
"There was only so much of her. There is only so 
much left for me, now. She never will retrace 
herself." 

Tessa chatted pleasantly. She told him all 
about the funeral, the property, the family plans, 
Dr. Pierpont, and Honoria. 

**I have asked Honoria to come here," she ob- 
served, after a perceptible pause. "I have in- 
vited her to come and stay with us." 

"Oh, have you?" asked Ferris. He did not add 
a word. He could not think of anything to say 
which would not seem to put him in a wrong posi- 
tion. Tessa would be quite justified in thinking him 
inhospitable. He forced his mind to dwell upon 
the fact that the sister of his wife was a freshly 
bereaved girl, suddenly homeless. 

"By all means," he said, heartily. "Do what- 
ever pleases you, Tessa. I shall be very glad — " 

His honest soul answered the words upon his 
lips. He was not glad. He thought of the advent of 
an imknown member of the family with a heavi- 
ness of heart which only the sick can understand. 
Honoria was younger than Tessa; she presented 
herself to him in the usual perspective of feminine 
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youth. He saw her flirting with the students, as 
city girls — as all girls — do in college towns. She 
would laugh a good deal, like Tessa, and undoubt- 
edly she would play the piano. Tessa would feel 
that she must entertain her. Callers would be 
more and merrier. Their hours would be late and 
later. He was sorry for Honoria's affliction — if 
she were afflicted. But he wished that his wife 
had consulted him before inviting this alien creat- 
ure to make a ix?rmancnt home with them. It 
even occurred to him that it would have been 
pretty in Tessa had she done so. Suddenly he 
perceived that Tessa's high voice was soaring 
above his silence. 

"She said she couldn't come, just yet. She had 
made some ridiculous promise to the Floating 
Hospital for the summer. I tr^ld her we had the 
hospiUil atmosphere hero, and plenty of it, if that 
was what she wanted.*' 

**0h, did you?'' said Myrton, [Xiliently. "It 
must have been an inducement — put in just that 
way — to the young lady to come." 

"Well, anyhow, she's coming," replied Tessa, 
shortly. "I think she will be quite useful, take it 
all around. It wll leave me a gixxl deal freer. 
Dr. Pierpont thought it would be an excellent ar- 
rangement." 

Ferris made no rej^ly, and Tessa went to take off 
her things. Trij) thum|K*<l after her. slamming 
every d(x>r. His father could hear him shrilling 
dovm the two long halls: 
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** Monimer! Doctor says — Mommer! — Papa's 
got to have a rub-e-o-path. A rub-e-o-path! A 
rub-e-o — rub-e-o — rub-e-o — ' ' 

Trip's roar trickled away. Tessa came back 
presently. It struck Ferris that she made more 
than a usual effort to do her duty by him. She 
obviously tried to entertain him. She did not ask 
him how he was. If she had once said, "Dear, do 
you suffer just as much ?" or, ** Did it make it hard 
for you in any way because I went?" But Tessa 
did nothing of the kind. Tessa never asked sick 
people how they were. She had a theory that 
sympathy was not good for them. This is a com- 
fortable theory for the well ; and so she had by ex- 
perience found it. She chatted with a certain 
ceremonious gayety; as if the powerful, sombre, 
crippled figure on the couch-bed had been newly 
presented to her at a college reception. 

"When is your sister coming ?'* asked Ferris. 

**0h, not at present," returned Tessa, carelessly. 

When Harry Sheffield called, which he did 
promptly that evening, she said that she did not 
believe in talking things over with sick persons. 
Tessa urged that they could not get the point of view. 

One afternoon in the first week of June Tessa 
came to the study alcove in her boating-dress. 
Ferris and Philos were sitting alone together. All 
the windows were open, and summer was soft in 
the room. 

"I'm going canoeing," she began, without pre- 
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ludo. "I may not t;et hack till tr3wards dinner- 
time. Ann is where she can hear the bell." 

**\Vh()m are you Roing with?" asked Ferris. 

**rm Koing wth Harry. There aren't any ob- 
jections to that, I sup[x)se.^ I haven't been on the 
riviT with Harry for an age. I've given up every- 
thing to that nonsense you got into your head." 

** It (lid not originate in my head," replied Ferris, 
gravely. ** It had to be driven there by outsiders." 

**It was that me<ldling old president," retorted 
Tessii. **He has the low ideas of a man who has 
travclletl Uxy much. He has seen so much corrupt 
socMetv. He doc*sn't undersUmd the code of a 
simple country college life. He is a man of the 
worll. We are children of nature. Anyhow, I'm 
g«»ing canoeing. 1*11 Ix? back by half-past five." 

l'\Tris s;ii<l nothing; Tessii tix)k fxiins to give him 
iiM np]M»rtunity. As she hurried out of the room, 
he y,i »t uj) from his chair with the slow,iKiinful m4)ve- 
iiuni n«»\v iK>ssible to him, and made as if he would 
«»vtrl.ik«* her; but s;ink kick, mutlling the groan 
ujNiii his bitter lij»s. He thought of the dogma, old 
;is litr ami as unfair, that suprtTiuicy resolves itself 
inl'» a question <»f ])hysiial ftirce. He reflecteil 
s:iv.i>^tly that he was no longrr master <»f his o^^•n 
li'M-r. l:is wife, liis ihiKl, clrfuil him; he was a 
rni'j'lrJ.. ilisrivjanltil tiling, pirri-e«I by a hundretl 
arn-v. .1*; Hi, my tiniiN a «Uiy liuniiliatid lumisseil 
as .ir.lv .1 Miiall, :"« imninr iiatufr ran harass a su- 
jK ri- if .iii'l M ir ili\r in.iii. 

'1 hr >i..ii;ii 1, \\lii» knrw, as spaniels d*», whon his 




master was sad, crept from lap to neck and began 
to whine, kissing and clinging. 

"Philos," said the sick man, brokenly, *'you are 
all I have now in this world." 

The afternoon descended. Gold fire and green 
fire faded, and the vivid face of the June day cov- 
ered itself. Tessa did not come. It dimmed to 
dusk, but she had not returned. Ferris, whose 
wholesome heart could not remain sad or bitter 
long (he always found it easier to love his wife than 
to blame her), had begun to think of her with a 
tender longing — in fact, not without a touch of 
anxiety. He had watched for her till it was no 
longer possible to see her when she came. Ann 
had closed the blinds and lighted the shaded lamp 
in the study on the empty desk. Trip had thumped 
in and had taken Philos away to bake gingerbread 
in the go-rash. Ferris, tired out by looking and 
listening for Tessa, had crawled to the outside of 
the bed, and was lying in the soft middle tint, half 
gloom, half glow, when he heard wheels and the 
opening of the front door. . . . Tessa! Had any- 
thing happened to Tessa ? His heart gave three or 
four long, slow, sinister throbs, as the hearts of the 
physically weakened do; then bounded and ran 
away with him. 

Ann was standing beside his couch, holding out 
a card. 

** It*s too dark in here for me to read it," he pant- 
ed. "Who is it, Ann?" 
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"It's Mrs. Fcrris's sister, sir, Fm thinking/' 
said Ann, **that she was expecting. She give 
orders to make up the pink guest-room to-day — 
but she ain*t got back at all, sir. The young lady 
told me to tell you she was here, but not to be 
obliged to see her unless you felt able." 

**0h, show her in,** said the professor, patiently. 
As Ann went, the stranger came inUj the study. 
She hesitated a moment bey(^nd the large green 
curtain, just out of reach of the invalid*s eyes. 
He heard a quick step doubt and pause. 

** Won't you come in?** he suggested. **I am 
sorry Tessa isn't here. I exj>ect her every minute. 
If you don*t mind — please come in." 

**\Vhy, of course!** replied the unseen, heartily. 

Ferris, who was sensitive to voices, experienced 
a definite i)leasure in the hearing of these thrcH? 
ordinary words. 

The visitor stirred and stcxxl uncertainly in the 
broad space between the dark alcove and the 
bri^'ht study, swaying slightly in the middle tone 
that was neither gl(K)m nor glow. All the light 
there was in the alcove, and this was not much, 
sought the face of the eripi)led man, blurred by his 
dark beard, and defined by his brilliant eyes. The 
young lady, in her black dress. sto<Hl with her back 
to the study lamp; he enuld not see a feature of 
her. She t< m )k a step f< »rward and held « ^ut her hand. 

** Don't ^ive me a thought,*' she s:iid, comfort- 
ably. "I shall make myself (juite at h(»me imtil 
Tessa eom<'s/* 
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Her voice was low — remarkably so for a modem 
girl ; it had a winning delicacy, and a certain vibrant 
quality hard to describe ; it lingered on the ear like 
a musical note that is truly struck. Ferris laughed 
as he shook hands. 

"Are you all voice?" he asked. 

*' Et preterea nihil,'* said the young lady, quickly. 

"You see my limitations," Ferris forlornly 
urged. "What can I do for you? I have a bell. 
I am still blessed with power to ring it. And 
Ann—" 

"Ann and I are already intimate friends," re- 
plied Honoria. "If you trouble yourself I shall 
be sorry I came." 

"Aren't you going to sit down?" 

Ferris waved a wasted hand towards the ]X)rtly 
chair. But his visitor shook her head. 

"To-morrow, perhaps. You don't receive even- 
ing callers, Tessa told mc — and you ought not to. 
It is early yet; I thought you would not care if I 
ran in a minute. Your pillows are not at all right," 
she added, rather timidly. "Would you mind if I 
improved that a little ?" With a few skilled touches 
she swept out of the pillows all the distortion and 
discomfort that masculine invention had thumped 
into them while he was wretchedly watching for 
Tessa. Before he could thank her she had quietly 
left the room. 

Honoria was eating her dinner alone when Ann 
pushed into the dining-room with a scared face. 
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•'Would you come here, Miss Trydc? This way 
— if) the Ixick piazza. Mrs. Ferris — " 

Miss Tryde pushed back her chair with the 
li'isurtly movement of one who was familiar with 
Mrs. Fcrris's possibilities, and followed Ann to the 
j>iazz;i. A carriage was driving softly out of the 
Kick yard. Tessa, fuile and shivering, stocxl on 
tlic iv)rch. She flung herself into her sister's amis» 
ant), with a genuine sob, put up her mouth to be 
kissi*<l. 

**Y<)u are wet!*' cried Ilonoria; "you are drijv 
ping wi't!" 

••'Sh! 'Sh! Don't Ut Myrton know— Myrton 
mustn't ever know. Til get inU) something dry 
and go right in to see him. Hurry and help me, 
thiTi**s a dear! Harry and I were out cancxring — 
wr trii'<l U> change Si*ats — and we cai>sized.** 

"Who is Harry?" askwl Honoria. She ix*cled 
<»tT the drenchetl clothes from Tessii's half-droi^Tied 
liitli' IxKly with an um*motional, exjK'rience*! hand. 
' \Vh<i in the worM is Harry? Is he another doc- 
tor? ( )r a new cousin ?" 
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>ME years, ago when the art of the 
modem camera was young, an im- 
portant training-school made an ex- 
periment with a composite photograph 
of its nurses. The result was famous 
and beautiful. A sweet, sacrificial face, 
thoughtful and calm, wearing its white cap like a 
crown, and its mission like the purple, looked out 
dreamily from the mystery of a score of blended 
woman souls. As the individual had perished in 
the type, self had gone out in dedication. The 
composite countenance gave the remarkable im- 
pression of a being at once aloof from life, and yet 
plunged int(j the depths of it. No person who had 
ever seen the photograph would be likely to for- 
get it. 



On the morning after the arrival of her sister, 
Tessa promptly suggested to My r ton that he should 
see Honoria. 

*'It was so unfortunate, my being delayed last 
night (I didn't think to tell you there was a canoe 
went over, and Harry and I waited to see if any 
harm came of it), and you're never able to talk 
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cvriiin^s. Ik'twven us she had no sort of a ntvp- 
lion. I think she would like to come in and sit 
with you awhile.** 

* * Did she s;iy S4 » ?*' aski.*d the jmifessor, reluctantly. 

**\Vell — no. I can't siiy that she said so. But 
I tliou^ht — ** 

"Oh, it is your s;iy so, is it, Teasie? Ver>' well, 
Teasie. IX) as you i)lease. Bring her in if y«m 
insist ujK)n it." 

*SheM be likely t<) come if she heard that!** 
(lasheil Tessii. "For sheer inhospit;ility — as I 
havi' always siiid— you men who live in your 
studies and when it c<jmes U) iK'ing a nen'ous 
invalid on top of that—** Tessii's were the dis- 
joiniid s<.'ntences which a vague habit (»f mind 
cnalis; her huskind hatl long since resigned his 
unfortunately traimnl Uisle in his %\*ife*s immatur- 
ity • •t sjK-ech, but it struck him that morning that 
lliis was m«»re obvituis than usual. She was u lit- 

tlr ]».il»*, to<». 

"Auylhinj; wronj:, Teasie?" he asked, with the 
ijuit k kindniNs tliat hail never f.iiletl her in ten 
V' tT ^ "I* in.irriitl life. " .\nyihin;j hapiK'netl ?** 

".\»,** s.iil 'l\ss:i. "Xoihiti^ has hapi)ent*«I. 
l)..ii'!. f'f nun v's s.ikt\ get lo worr>ing aUiut me, 
I •.Jilv th'»u^'lit Ilonori.i 

*" I ^'li.ill b«- ;:l;iil t«» S4f yi»ur sister,** replietl Ferris, 
wit: 'i! . TitiiM-i.i'in " Pray M-nd her in. I haven't 
MMTi It r, I ;i.hnit.** lj<- .itl.jrd. " It Was pretty dark 
]u rr 1 ■ T ivinin^j. And shr was s<» thuughtful as 
n«'t t.» -^t.iv Shf tlittoi in a\u\ «»ul lik«* a Kit.'* 
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"Good gracious, MyrtonT' expostulated Tessa. 
" I'd better bring her right away before you per- 
petrate anything worse. A bat! Honoria! If 
you'd hit on a woodpecker or an English sparrow 
—but bats!" 

"Bring her in and I'll ask her pardon," groaned 
Myrton. "Only let's have it over with." 

"She brought you these." Tessa contritely pro- 
duced from behind her straight back a hidden 
handful of wild white violets, half dead. " I forgot 
to send them in last night. And I didn't give them 
water enough. She's heard me say how you go on 
about flowers." 

"I didn't know I went on about anything," dep- 
recated the professor, mildly. 

"There!" cried Tessa. "If they only will exert 
themselves, and not act as if they had been con- 
demned to be hung by the neck imtil they are dead 
— poke that long slimsy one up, won't you? I'll 
call her in." 

"Probably they are hypochondriac," suggested 
Ferris, with what Tessa called his "unresigned" 
expression. " If they had more reserv^e force and 
strength of character, Teasie, they would sit up 
straight like other flowers." 

His face was still cold with its bright bitterness 
when he turned it to greet the sister of his wife. 
Honoria came in as she had gone out the evening 
before, so quietly that the invalid experienced, 
despite himself, a certain gratification in her move- 
ments; it struck him that these were strongly re- 
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prcsscil, like th<)se o( a ix.Tsrm who hiis long con- 
sidoRMl the efTeet uyxm others of ever>'thing that 
she (H<1. She was smiHnf; when Tessa f^axc a little 
jerk to the pR'en ix)rti(yre to let her pass, and it 
occiirretl to him also that she hail !)ecn accus- 
tnimnl to assume a cheerful manner when she cn- 
teretl a sick-nx^m; hut as s<M)n as she saw him in 
the haM momin>» liKht, her smile went out like a 
s<»ft can<lle in a pust. 

Uimiistakahly sh<)c*ke<l ami s;uldenetl, she al- 
lowe<l herself one honest ^1*^"^*^' «*t the sick mim; 
this suj.'j:estitl such c<»nsciousm*ss of what he hati 
sutTen**! as he had cx*ase<l to supixjse that the well 
w<irM held fi»r him anywhere. 

Slie di«l not sfK^ak for a moment, but heltl out her 
hand, aii«l hy the time he had t;iken it she was 
smilin;^ ajjain. This time he thought it a quite 
natural smile, and rather a swi»et one. 

Swift was not at all the a<ljt*ctive which he was 
iiu lintd at first to ap[)ly to lionoria. Her face w;is 
comjKitt and rest*r\oI- mort* so than is ustial with 
Wfitu-n of her still young years; she coultl not have 
Uf-n inikh. if anything, over thirty; cK»S4*ly l>clow 
ht r ^ir.ilr, which did not sink in, sr> to siH*ak,lay the 
nv'l !i 1 ^:ravity which is insi»[i;irahle fn>m strength. 

H« r Mack dn-ss, with its touch t»f hemstitched 
muO.in at thpuit an<l wrists, gave a certiiin auster- 
ity, hkf that "f a hahit, to her aj)i>eanmcxv She 
l<«»ki"l ni'Tf like a New I''n^'lan<l girl than a New- 
Y'TktT. wliile yrt sh.e had the indefinable quality 
of tlic nu trcixtjis. 
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The professor would have found it impossible to 
select the color of her eyes, but he noticed that her 
mouth was generous, and that her coloring was 
pale and lambent; she had the complexion that 
seems to be lighted from within, rather than from 
without. She was not — no, she was not in the 
least like Tessa. After all, why should she be? 
They were not (now that he thought of it) of the 
same blood. He experienced a certain relief in the 
fact. Tessa's characteristics were of the sort which 
must be adorable to a man who loved her, but might 
be intolerable in a woman to whom he was indif- 
ferent. 

" Myrton says you bumped in and out last even- 
ing like a bat," began Tessa, promptly; she sat 
down on the silk counterpane at the foot of her 
husband's couch, and indicated to Honoria that 
she was to take **the fat chair/* This was occu- 
pied by Philos, who relinquished it jealously. 

"Did I say bumped, Tessa?'* asked Ferris, with 
the patience which his wife and his affliction (it had 
taken the combination) had lashed into a jiaturally 
impatient man. "I did say bat," he admitted, 
dolefully. '*You will remember, Miss Honoria, 
that I had not seen you." 

** Now you have seen her," persisted Tessa, with 
the childish pleasure that she sometimes took in 
embarrassing people, "what should you say? 
Come! What is Honoria like?" 

The invalid's eyes rested tenderly upon his wife. 

** She is not a bit like you, Tcasie." 
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**0h, I mean/* pouted Tessc-i, "something in the 
line of birds, for instance. You're up in natural 
history. What*s the advantage of knowing every- 
thing if you can't classify a new person ?** 

**It might involve a new branch of study," re- 
plied Ferris, genially arousing himself, as Tessa had 
meant that he should. ** But at a venture, Teasie, 
I will suggest that your sister comes in and out of 
a sick-room like a dove; or a homing-pigeon. Will 
that do any better?" 

**You are not l(H)king at Honoria," complained 
Tcssii. **Only at me. Ht)W can you say what she 
is like when you are looking at me?" 

** I am always looking only at you," replied Ferris, 
gently. 

** There!" siiid Tessa. **You see. I told vou 
what a goose he is." 

She tume<l her slow n(H?k archly towanls Ilonoria. 
Tesst'i was not loath to exhibit Myrton's devotion 
before her unmarried sister; Tessii would flirt even 
with her own husband when it was worth her while. 
But Tess;i. as Myrton had thought, was remote 
from hersc'lf that moniing. She was uncontnJ- 
lably restless, and babble*! frt»tfully like an ailing 
child. Philos. with a malevolent glance at the 
stranger, came over and siit down on the hem of 
Mrs. Ferris's <lress. 

** I don't like to take your place." Honoria 
s:ii<l. addressing the sj>aniel in a conversiitional 
time. 

"You couldn't," Tessa jerked out. ** Nobody 
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could. That dog is of more consequence to Myrton 
than anybody in this world/' 

Somewhat abruptly she excused herself on the 
groimd that she had errands to do down-town, and 
that Honoria had offered to read aloud or to make 
herself entertaining. The dog, with another bitter 
look at the visitor, sullenly turned to his mistress. 

** Shall I take him?*' asked Tessa, stopping short. 
"He doesn't get any exercise or ftm out of life, 
moping here with you." 

Myrton, wincing perceptibly at his wife's words, 
assented. 

** If you are not going too far. And, Tessa, you 
will take very good care of him, won't you?" 

" He*s old enough to take care of himself," said 
Tessa, carelessly. She rustled out of the room, 
Philos ostentatiously followed her, and the two in 
the study alcove were left together. 

Honoria appeared not to notice the circtimstance 
in the least. She had no more self-consciousness 
than Miss Binder, Miss Docer, or the family doctor. 
For a few minutes her remarkable ease was not 
agreeable to the professor ; it struck him as not quite 
natural ; perhaps he was inclined to use a stronger 
adjective. But he soon adjusted himself, and be- 
gan to talk with her — dutifully, at first. 

** How did you happen, I wonder, to think white 
violets of me?" 

He lifted one of the drooping flowers that Tessa 
had poked anyhow, head down, foot up, into the 
glass vase upon his table. 
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** I can't say that I thought them of you/* re- 
I»lknl II<nn)ria. "I thought them for you. We 
Wfix' lU-layeil at the Juncti(»n an hour, and I got 
out and ran alnrnt the fieUls. Then* was a bnwik, 
auil :i swamj). You kn<i\v wliite violets are vcr>' 
ihirslv/* 

" \\s, I know." 

Thi' i»roft'ssi»r tununl his head sharjjy as if his 
I»ill« »\v wiTc stulTe<l with tlat-in>ns. ** I picked some 
at ihc Junction myself (»nc tlay. It w;is tnily a 
yi;ir aj^t>. I was on my whi.*el; I had ridden twelve 
milrs." He ditl ni»t adtl that he hatl picketl the 
vii»lris fur Tcss;i, ami that she had forgf)tten to 
walt-r lh«»sf. i«m>. "Still, I tlon't see how you hap- 
jR'iu-^l t'» think wiM flowers — no matter which 
l>n i^'silinn you us*' in my ln^half. Most fiersons 
Ml]']' ^e iliey must U* ««rdeail fn»m a gn vnhi»usi'. 
Ar.'l N«.ine"- he hesit:ite«l — *' never think Mowers 
at ..!!.'• 

i'lir lirit week after his accident, Tess;i had 
hi' •'iv:l'.l I'iiin P'M'S. Since then- ami he hatl Kvn 
rri]'j.l«'l over siveti months she had m»i omv 
n iiH i:.U re«l ti» si-nd liini any tl«»\vers. He had 
pri'-'l ••!:«• of tlie r«»M's in a iMwik, like a Iniy. 

"I !i.i'. e ven Si I often how nuu h i>e«»ple that are 
s!iu: *'\i\ I. ire f'-r thein." lI<»noria hastenetl t«» s;iy. 
"A:.! wiltl lloWiTs ni«'Nt of all. I think it is lie- 
4.i:i-.i . ..s \"U siv. s. • ffw jH-rs. ins iliink wild llow- 
«rs |:i :.ii!. trw Will jHfS'i.s il'.ir.k anythir.g that 
liii- •• k d'» I •!■ 'ti't kn«»\\ ih.ii it is to U* wondennl 
.it riie> l.:i\e n« ^t !T«-n tniine»l ti». Their im- 
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aginations have not been educated. And without 
imagination — * ' 

"Without imagination, what?'* 

"Oh, anything or nothing. It seems to account 
for everything, don't you think? whether there is 
imagination enough to go roimd in a given case. 
But it doesn't matter so much to well people. 
Everything matters more to the sick." 

"What taught you that?" asked Ferris, with 
rising interest in a conversation that he had begun 
from a sense of duty unadorned. " Your imagina- 
tion?" 

" I can't imagine whether I have one," answered 
Honoria. "It's experience in my case. Professor." 

Ferris, who naturally liked the little dignities and 
reserves of life, was relieved that the girl did not 
call him Myrton offhand, and yet uncomfortably 
doubtful whether he ought to ask her to take that 
liberty. He compromised with his imcertainty by 
saying suddenly: 

" I am ashamed to admit that I am rather at sea 
about Tessa's family. Unfortunately, we have 
seen so little of any of them, and I am deplorably 
ignorant of the duties or privileges of a brother-in- 
law. But if you are Tessa's sister — " 

*'I am not Tessa's sister," returned Honoria, 
quickly. " Wc have always played that I am, that's 
all — and we always shall. Of course you know 
that I am the daughter of the second wife of Tessa's 
father. Considered as a sister-in-law, I am not an 
oppressive fact." 
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**You were how old — I have forgotten — when 
Colonel Drayton married Mrs. Tryde?" 

**Foiir. And Tessa was nine. We grew up to- 
gether. We used to be fond of each other. We 
have always been on the best of terms. It was one 
of those tangled families where we might have been 
very unhappy. But we never were. I think I 
was rather a jolly little girl; I didn't mope much. 
Every one was gcxxl to me." 

**I interrui)t<xl you,** obser\'eil Ferris. '*You 
were going to tell me about your experience." 

"Was I?** 

•*If you please.*' 

"Which one?*' 

"Why, the one that taught you to think white 
violets for a cripj^led man.** 

"Oh, tluilT It was ver>' simple. I studial the 
subject. I am a graduate nurse, you know." 

"Please* tell me ])rmsely what you mean by 
that. Of course I have heard the circumstanc-c 
mentioncxl. But I can't siiy that it ever conveyed 
any such definite idea to me as I wish it had. You 
don't mean a traint»d nurse, do you?'* He remem- 
bercxl Miss Binder and Miss I)(Ker. A quick, in- 
crcxlulous smile twitchal the comers of his mus- 
tache. So far as he had ever thought of Mi.ss 
Trvde at all, he had taken Tcss;i's word f<ir it 
that Ilonoria had a fad; he supi)osixl she had gone 
prattling into s^mie cartxT as the girl of the day 
d(K'S. to dignify the humiliation of the inter\'al 
between school and marriage. He would have 
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pictured her with a lace apron and a Mary Stuart 
cap, like Tessa, amusing herself to pass an empty 
hour or a vacant year, playing with the sacred 
emergency of the sick — some fair, imfit creature 
who had deviated from her type, but must, by all 
the natural forces, swing back to it. 

** Why, of course," replied Honoria, rather curtly. 
**What else should I mean? I went through the 
usual drill. That takes three years, you know, be- 
fore one gets the diploma." 

**And after that?" 

** After that I did surgical work. I went wher- 
ever I was sent. I had a pretty cold winter up in 
the north of the State, this year; these country 
hospitals need better service than they get — so I 
went. But I am just a little tired since Mother 
died. I thought I would rest awhile this spring 
before I go at it again." 

''Are you going at it again? I thought Tessa 
said — We hoped you would make your home 
with us," urged Ferris, with genuine cordiality. 

**I am promised to serve on the Floating Hos- 
pital in Boston for July and August," answered 
Honoria. It seemed to Ferris that she spoke with 
unnecessary decision. 

**I shall be sorry," he said, heartily. 

** Shall you? But you didn't want me to come. 
You dreaded my coming." 

**How do you know that?" 

*'0h, how do I know anything? You could not 
feel otherwise — in a case like yours. Don't try to 
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explain or apolt)gizc. I don't mind in the least. 
I undi*rst;ind it. I can't help understanding.** 

** Really," iK'Kan Ferris, eagerly, **I shall \k* 
sorry-I am already s«>. I wtin't deny how I felt 
alMKil your coming l>eft»rehand. But now — " 

**Y«»;i are I<M>king luiu-r this m«»niing,** inter- 
ruplnl liitiioria, in what he iktcciviiI at once was 
htr 1 »n 'li s>it mal t'»ne. ** Vnu slept nK^re than you 

I'XjK'ilt'd." 

**M«n- than I have sinct* — this is S;iturdav — 
siiui* l;isL Sunday night. The h^usc was quietcT. 
It w.i^ (juieler than it has hit'ii any night for a 
j;«Miil wliile. That niake^, unfortunately for me, 
a ]in ]" --liTi'U*; ililTereiu-e. The usual family move- 
nt iil^ 1 anil' ft he iniitrollfd, «»f iiiurse- f«»r *»ne |xt- 
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■ \V!:v II' 'I r" a>kitl Il'iiinria, hruMiuelv. 

'V\a- iiiwihd's la: '.:«', I'lh-lv eves tilit-nitl widely 
lik«- .1 « '.iMV, 

* r.:t that w»»ulil rei|uire a ^nal de.d <'f truiihle 
a!; ! i:::» n -st in \}\r p.;iiiiil. S* 'IIuIn tly WnuKl 

! 1 I I.I'M- and ihir.k. S*'nirlMM|y must kivp up 

I .Lt :•: : .itid ihitikir.;.;.*' 

' >. 1 ii'«t!iid." itjilinl II«'M-'ria. " La<t night 
1 I •. !! •• I'.IhMv I 111. I'll- .1 \i\\ ^u;.:i'estinns." 

*I>:1 I ■': . v.r-.v.;.;.^ Ti -^-^a •!• t-^n'l n;ind. She 
t-iV- ■"::■.' ::".::.'- \ :\ :i'« • !\ . "-iir .dw.ivs did '* 

' \" i ■'■ : ::• . :: r. ..!■ -ji .M-- k!:idn«-^>.." '-.iid the 
p:- :• •...-. 1 V.!-. ■■|i"\\ i.iTi I « .ill it ri^'hl 
or v.: ::.• ' It \ :i ki.- .. 1: v. !i.;i* !i .i iii'.'!:l\ ^l^vp 
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■even one night — means to me, you would see 



that I am in no position to criticise you, no matter 
what you do. I can only wonder how you came 
to do it." 

** There is no reason," remarked Honoria, "why 
Trip should never walk, but always thump. Nor 
is it necessary that he should ride down the bal- 
usters and jump off with a whack every time. My 
imagination that you talk about has soared to the 
height of supposing that his limgs do not require 
all the exercise they get. I have seen children 
who were not allowed to bellow like — like — " 

**Pray don't pause for a simile on my account. 
You can't hurt a father's tender feelings when it 
comes to Trip's vocal capacities. That boy will in- 
vent a new college yell if he lives to grow up." 

** I have nursed in families where doors were shut, 
not slammed, when people were sick," proceeded 
Honoria. ** There are some other things — but I 
couldn't get at much the first night. I knew you 
would be tired and excited. I was afraid you 
wouldn't sleep at all. I did the best I could — it 
is not necessary that you should suffer as much as 
you do." 

** Isn't it?" asked the sick man, piteously. *'I 
have tried to look on it as inevitable." 

** There is enough that is inevitable. I should 
like to be at liberty to reduce the surplus — the 
unearned increment — just for the short time that 
I am here. It might help afterwards. You never 
can tell." 
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"How are you going to get the liberty?" asked 
Ferris. 

**From you," said Honoria, looking him straight 
in the eyes. 

"From me? I should have thought it would be 
Tessa." 

"I am not in the least afraid of Tessa. If you 
won't feci that I am intruding; if you will not re- 
sent; if you won't ask any questions, but just give 
me my head — I am not without hope that I may 
he able to improve your condition a little before 
I go. It — it is not an easy one." 

"You must be a kind woman," siiid Ferris, 
slowly. 

**And you must be a brave man," returned 
Honoria. 

At these simple words the sick man's eyes filled 
with strong and sudden tears; these did not fall; 
hv brushed them with one of the dead white violets 
that he had Ixvn twisting in his hand. 

**Y<ai must excuse me." he pleaded. "I am 
aivustomeil to thinking of myself as a coward. 
Voii UK)k me off my guard." 

"Shall I reatl to you awhile?" asked Honoria, in 
a matter-of-fact tone. She rose and examim^d the 
lMM)ks on the alcove shelves while he regained him- 

Si-lf. 

"\o, thank vou; s^mic other time. Miss Ho- 
• » t 

n< jfia r 

••.Mr. PrMfcssi)r?'' 

Ferris resj^ardinl his visitor >\"ith puckered, scni- 
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tinizing brows. "I am certain that I have seen 
you — Where have I seen you before?" 

** Why, at the wedding, ten years ago." 

"No — no. I don't mean that. I have seen 
yotir portrait. Have you ever been published 
anjrwhere? Are you sure you never slipped into 
an illustrated magazine in the course of your 
career? Or even a Sunday newspaper? Perhaps 
some reporter at one of your hospitals — ** 

**I am perfectly sure — never." 

'* I have it!" cried Ferris. ** Now I know. Would 
you mind going to the lower left-hand drawer of 
my study table? There is a pile of old photo- 
graphs — Yes — that one. Bring them to me, if 
you will be so good." 

Honoria brought the photographs, and Ferris 
tossed them about with nervous, hurrying fin- 
gers. 

'"There!" He held up a copy of the composite 
nurse. 

*'0h, I remember," said Honoria, with a pleased 
interest. **That was before my day — but I have 
seen it. That is the Mayhew composite ; it is quite 
famous. The first class in the first training-school 
in the world sat for it — I mean, the first school in 
that kind of an institution." 

She studied the photograph a moment and 
handed it back to him. **It is lovely," she said. 
She did not add, **That is too beautiful to be like 
me." She did not blush. She showed no more 
consciousness of the tribute than a boy. She seem- 

115 




alleb 3ti 

ed t() Ferris to be more destitute of coquetry than 
any woman he had ever seen. 

He examined the picture thoughtfully. Like 
Honoria's was the generous mouth; like hers the 
mcKlcst ix)se, the winning gravity; like her the in- 
indefinable, the ever- womanly ; yes, and the obe- 
dience of the face to that inner law, that higher 
breeding, which sets a soul apart from the vulgarity 
of selfishness. 

"Do not misunderstand me,'* he siiid. **Of 
course there is as much difi^erence as resemblance. 
You are, so definitely, a lady; while this — " 

*'Is something so much grander than a lady," 
interrupted Ilonoria, hotly, ** that I wonder at you!** 

** But I am wondering at you,'* persisted the 
professor. **The wonder lies in the duality. This 
is a i)icture of a good, self-siicrificing woman. You 
can't help being the Portrait of a Lady — not if you 
triced. That is the e.xtniordinary thing about the 
likeness. Yon are the composite — don't you see?** 

Honoria shook her head; she was but half ap- 
jK\'ist\l. She put out her hand to return the photo- 
graph, but the ])rofessor had slij)iKxl it into the 
drawer of the light sUmd where the radiometer 
sI^xkI. The radiometer was whirling like a der- 
vish. 

"Who sent you that elfin toy.^" asktxl Honoria, 
visibly anxious to change the .subject. Ferris ex- 
j)lained that it was one of his students, and dwelt 
for a moment, since she sei*med to wish it, upon 
the natural histor>' of Brander. 
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**A boy who would think a radiometer must be 
different from the rest," suggested Honoria. 

'* So I found out — when it was too late," answer- 
ed the professor, drearily. **Come!" he challenged 
her. ** I can see so soon that you speak the truth. 
And I want it. I must have it. You know some- 
thing about sickness and surgery — accidents and 
their consequences. When do you think I shall get 
to work again?" 

Honoria walked over to the window, and stood 
looking out and down ; her hands were clasped be- 
hind her back. 

**What is that growing down there — with the 
long green feathers pushing from the roots? No 
buds on it yet." 

**That is my cosmos," returned Ferris, with a 
disap]X)inted look; he had not thought this girl 
would try to assuage him with silly evasions, as 
other people did. **I am fond of the cosmos. It 
blossoms in the fall. It was in blossom the day I 
was hurt." 

**When the cosmos blossoms," said Honoria, 
gently, **I can answer your question, if you wish 
me to." 

**But that will be September or October! The 
trustees — But you don't understand. I can't 
wait for the cosmos. IVe got to know right 
away." 

'*I never lived among college people," admitted 
Honoria. **But I used to see the board at the 
hospital on their visiting days." 
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"But you don't say," persisted Ferris, **what 
my chances are. Either nobody knows, or no- 
body will tell me." 

**It is not my case," replied Honoria. 

**I wish you were a doctor!'' cried Ferris, im- 
pulsively. 

**I should have been — I cared tremendously 
about that; more than I ever did about anything. 
I came by it honestly ; my father was a physician, 
you know — very likely you dont know. But Colo- 
nel Drayton did not like women doctors, so we 
compromised on this; he thought it was more 
feminine, I suppose, being the abject thing. So I 
never can do anything — now — for the sick, but 
obey orders — the orders of sc^me man. If they 
kill the patient, I can't help that; I must obey 
orders. I have had to do things that I knew were 
dangerous for my patient; sometimes I have seen 
him die when I knew he could be saved. Perhaps 
it's as bad as trustees. All wage-earners hate their 
employers, don't they?" 

"You <1<) not answer me," said Ferris, obstinate- 
ly. "You are tr>'ing to tlivert my mind. I ask 
you when I am going to get well. Why don't you 
tell me?" 

Honoria whec»le<l from the window bv which she 
was still st^mding. 

** Under your present conditions — you will not 
get well," she s»'iid, with more ftx*ling than she had 
yet shown. 

The invalid's jxithetic face blanched. 
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**I believe you are the first person who has told 
me the truth since my accident. . . . And yet you 
do not strike me as a pessimist. If you thought 
my recovery impossible — " 

**If I thought your recovery impossible, I should 
not have told you anything at all,'* interrupted 
Honoria. 

The passionate curiosity of the sick to investi- 
gate any new views of his own disorder, to test the 
most improbable of his chances, overcame Ferris. 

"What do you think?*' he asked, excitedly. 

**I think if the case were mine I should change 
the conditions." 

**Call the case yours!" he entreated. **Make it 
so. Take it. You have played sister to Tessa. 
Play doctor for me. Give me the result of your 
experience, your intuitions ; it seems that you pos- 
sess both . Advise me — please. * * 

**Not this morning," replied Honoria, quietly. 
**You have talked too long, as it is." 

**Very well." Ferris sank back into his pillows 
with his disappointed look. 

**It seems to me time for him to be home," he 
said, suddenly. **They have been gone a good 
while. Would you mind going to sec? Perhaps 
Philos did not go with her, after all ; Trip may have 
shut him up somewhere." 

Honoria obeved, with her sweet readiness to 
please, but returned to the study in silence. She 
was disturbed by the expression of the professor's 
waiting, listening face. 
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**Is it the dog, or the wife?" she thought. 

She asked no questions, but quietly ordered his 
luncheon, and herself brought in his tray. Ferris 
could not cat. It came to be two o'clock — half 
past. Tess:i did not come. 

** You ought not to be obliged to suffer like this/* 
sJiid lionoria, impiitiently. **It is unnecessary. 
Tessii does not think. She never did. She does 
not mean to hurt you so." 

Then Tcnksii, s])arkling, walked into the room. 
She was swinging her white lingerie hat by its rose- 
cnlnrc*<l ribbons. Her muslin dress was sprigged 
with j)ink. She l(K»kc*d like a little college belle. 

** Where is Philos?" askcnl Ferris, rising sharply. 

Tcssii sto])iKMl short. Her ])retty, immature face 
rushed red from brow to dimple. 

**\Vhy. I dnn'tknow." 

**Voii don't kucnL'r 

"I've been to ride," complained Tessa. **He 
followed nu*. He sci'med U> enjoy it immi*nsely. 
I took (juite a ride — I went over to the Junction. 
I'm sure I th<»ught he was close iK^hind me all the 
way. I did nnt notice — I did not think — " 

The cripple<l man lay staring at her. He had 
the humane lyes of the dog-lover, and r»ut of thtm 
le:ip<'d the l(H»k which only a lt»ver of dogs can un- 
drrstand. Tessri did not un<lerstand it, but she 
identifiei! it; she had sei*n it bi»fore. 

" If you have lost him " panted Ferris. ** If 
V(»u have lost him — You knew he was all I had! 
. . . Get me my clothes!" he commanded, s;ivagely. 
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always are fools," added Tessa, with the air of an 
underestimated philosopher. **The fellows joked 
him a little. You see, it got out, of course, about 
the canoe upsetting." 

**I see," said Honoria, without smiling. 

"I hope nobody '11 be lunatic enough to tell 
Myrton," suggested Tessa. ** It might worry him." 

''Possibly it might," repeated Honoria. "Put 
your hat on, Tessa. We are going to find Phi- 
los." 

*'I am very tired," complained Tessa. **And 
the horse has gone back to the livery-stable." 

"Then we can walk over to the stable," observed 
Honoria, pleasantly. Tessa's obstinate look be- 
gan to stiffen her tear- wet face. 

"Why can't you go yourself, if you are so con- 
cerned about the dog?" 

"If I knew the coimtry, do you suppose I would 
wait so long as it takes to reason with you, Tessa ?" 
cried Honoria, hotly. "Come, Teasie! Be a good 
girl, and try to undo the harm you've done. Can't 
you possibly understand — " 

"No," said Tessa, reluctantly tying on her rose- 
white, rose-pink hat. "I cannot possibly tmder- 
stand how people can make such a fuss about a 
dog. ... I can't understand Myrton half the time, 
about half the things that happen, if that is what 
you mean. If you can, I'm glad you've come; 
it's a pity somebody shouldn't — he's such a poor, 
dismal, old dear. Go tell him, Honor, we'll himt 
for the dog. Say I was a vicious little beast. I 
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(lon*t care what you tell him, so long as you don*t 
tell him about Harry." 

Ilonoria's lips opened impulsively, but they 
clost^l without a word. The sick man lay panting 
on his couch when he saw her standing suddenly 
lK»si(U' it in her thin black dress. In every fibre of 
htT ho l\lt the solacing comjxission which is WTought 
out of ffSjKvt for the jxiin that it would assuage. 

**I sui>]x)se you think—" he began; **I don't 
know what you think! You see, I have had Philos 
a ^imkI while, and he and I are . . . such chums, 
lie iitvef was lost iKrfore. Anything may happen 
U) hini. He is liable to die of heart-break; spaniels 
do. If I e(»uld c»nly get out of this accursed nnim 
— I kuiKc I could find him." 

•'And so can I," said Himoria. **Tess:i says I 
always e»)uld find things. Y<»u know. s«>me people 
h.ivi- that knack. We are going after Phik>s; we 
are g^'ing immeiliately. I>o not cimcem yourself 
</;<;/«• so much. Leave it to me." 

'It seems that onr can leave all sorts and con- 
<lili«!i^ nf things to you," repliol the pn>fessor. 
** \V« n- l«ist dogs jxirt of your curriculum?" 

Slu' turned in tin* d«M>rwav and left a warm smile, 
as if it had betn a l>right. astral IhkIv <»f herself, !ie- 
liiinl In r. I'erris tlmu^ht of it as her comj^iisite 
sMiil* ; it srrnied i*y ^viupy the n'>om after she had 
eiiin . Trss.1 t\\i\ ni»t nturn t«» the studv. ami for 
«iui ].i' \\.ts n« t s'Trv. lie was nnirh shaken He 
«liil n«l ii«l *-!r-.ii^ rii"Ui:h t«« iiniler^ji) the agiUitiim 
• 1 .iTi'-lhiT iijlir\ii w with his wife. 
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About four o'clock he was siuprised to hear her 
high-pitched voice shrilling through the hall; she 
seemed to be unusually irritable, and scolded Trip 
for something. After considerable delay she saun- 
tered into the study; her leisurely tmconcem with 
his distress and suspense affected Ferris like a 
physical blow. 

"Do speak!'* he said, feverishly. 

** Honoria sent me home." Tessa stopped before 
a little mirror in the study bedroom ; she gave two 
or three pats to her black hair before she spoke 
again. **She sent me on ahead; she didn't find 
me useful ; she told me to come home by train and 
tell you she should stay till she found that dog ; she 
thinks she is on the track of him. I was to tell you 
not to feel too sure, but that she has some hopes. 
I think she said she wouldn't come home without 
him — some preposterous thing. That's Honoria. 
She is always so strenuous. She isn't a child of 
nature, like me. She said she understood exactly 
how you feel about Philos. I told her I didn't, but 
she was welcome to. She's kept the horse, and 
she's careering all over the coimtry after that little 
beast. You never saw anything like it. Why, 
she stops everybody she meets and demands a 
cocker-spaniel or his life." 

Ferris thrashed over on his pillow. 

"You didn't leave her to drive home alone, did 
you ? It may be dark before she gets back, and she 
is a stranger, you know, Teasie." 

"Oh, I forgot," said Tessa, whirling away from 
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the mirror like a radiometer. ** I don't know how 
I came to, either. It's very interesting. We met 
your adored and adoring president." 

"What! Hildreth?" 

**He'd been somewhere, and we struck him at 
the Junction when I took the train. I introduced 
him to Honoria, and he was very civil; he s:iid he 
knew what a blow this would be to you ; he said he 
would help her find the dog and drive her safely 
home; he said to tell you not to give the matter 
another thought." 

*'0h, very well," said Ferris, patiently. 

He turned and seemed to sleep, but could not; 
and seemed to rest, but might not; and tried to 
hope, but dared not. The afternoon dragged 
across his bed like some heavy, wounded creature, 
and it came on to be dusk and dark. 

It has been said that the world is divided into 
twD classes of people — the dog-loving, and the dog- 
less — and only the one class will understand or per- 
haps respect the emotion of Myrton Ferris when, at 
the dead of the June evening, wheels stopped be- 
fore his house. It was now half-i>ast eight o'clock; 
he had been listening for six hours. It was as if 
his whf)lc being had bet^ome one auditory nerve. 
His lamj) was nt>t yet lighted, and in the dark 
there — no one to see — he j^ressed both hands upon 
his ears that he might neither hear nor know that 
he did not hear the rush of little feet across the 
two long halls — the excited, explanatory barks, the 
ecstatic cries — the rapture of reunion after anguish. 
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Only a lost dog found can add that sound to the 
joy of this sad world ; and he who can hear it coldly 
misses something from his nature whose loss he 
will not, because he cannot, estimate. 

So, because he would not hear and could not 
see, it came to the sick man by the sense of feeling 
that the dog was in his arms. 

Philos lay there brokenly, as if he had no longer 
strength to move. He had put up his paws like 
hands and groped upon his master's cheek. Ferris 
was saying, 

** Little chum! Little chum!*' 

The spaniel replied by half-suflEocated sighs of 
love. 

*'Why!*' breathed a low voice quite near. "He 
sobs like a child!" 

*' Oh— your 

Ferris put out a trembling hand: in the dusk, 
Honoria took it; her grasp was strong, like a man's, 
and more gentle than that of most women. 

** How did you ever do it?" he cried, j 

**It was very simple," said Honoria. "I was 
thorough; that was all." 

** I know," interrupted Ferris. ** Few people are. 
It is the conclusive trait. Had he gone far?" 

'* Ten miles. She had ridden a rotmdabout way. 
I saw we weren't making any headway, so I got out 
and walked the horse from door to door. I in- 
quired at every house. I asked every single per- 
son I met — that was all. At last I struck this clue: 
I met a grocer, and he said, * Madam, I can tell you 
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where your dog is.' So he sent me down the creek. 
Your president drove me; it was rather a lonesome 
place. A boy had dragged the little creature oflf; 
he was tied up in a wood-shed. He seemed pretty 
glad to see me. I don't believe he'll give mc any 
more of those malignant looks." 

**Had Philos suffered? How did he act? How 
had he bet*n treated?" 

Honoria hesitated. **I wouldn't ask any more 
questions if I were you. You've got him — " 

**Some time," said Ferris, in a surcharged voice, 
"I shall thank you." 

"Why?" aske<l Honoria. 

" By the way," inquireil Ferris, in a tone as 
abrupt as her own, "how did he strike you?" 

"Philos?" 

"I referred to the president of Routledge Col- 
lege," answered Ferris, laughing for the first time 
since the morning of that unhappy day. 

"Oh, he was polite," replied Honoria; "and I 
thought he was fond of you. I didn't notice him 
{Kirticularly — unless, well, yes, I thought he seemed 
particularly a gentleman." 

Uj) to tliis point it had not occurred either to 
Ferris or to Honoria, so absorbed were they in the 
"not themselves," that they were alone in the in- 
valid's dark room ; sjx^aking, he to a formless voice, 
and she U) a viewless form. 

"There is Ann with lights," said Honoria, com- 
posiHlly. She stcxxl (juietly where she was as Ann 
put the lamp down. Ferris could see the radiance 
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of her joyous eyes for an instant before the rest 
came chatting in — ^Tessa and Mr. Hildreth, and 
Trip trailing behind in his night-gown, to ask if 
Philos could be shut in the go-rash because he ran 
away. 

Ferris did not sleep that night, and in the morn- 
ing expressed the wish not to be disturbed. It 
was afternoon before he sent for Honoria. She 
did not betray the appeal that his appearance 
made to her trained eye, but quietly took the stout 
chair beside him; he noticed that she refrained 
from asking him any questions. 

"You sit differently from other people," he be- 
gan. " I don't know exactly why ; don't fuss about 
in the chair, for one thing." 

"It is the professional attitude, I suppose. 
Nurses have to acquire it. When it comes to seri- 
ous watching it is something of an art. Once I 
sat by a woman's bedside for seventy hours; it was 
life and death — ^but she got well." 

"You don't mean that you had no sleep all that 
while?" 

"In that case, none." 

"Have you often had to do things like that?" 
asked Ferris. 

" I don't remember any other just like that. Of 
course one has a tough time in the infectious wards 
occasionally." 

"What do you mean by that?" 

"Oh, diphtheria and scarlet fever and so on." 

"You weren't assigned to those?" 
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"Smallpox, if necessary. Why not?" 

** I am very stupid/' said Ferris. ** I find it hard 
to understand the kind of life you have lived." 
He thought of its actuality, its seriousness, its 
dedication, and of her delicate pers^^nality. **I 
never happened to know anybody like you — not 
what we are accustomed to call a lady — who chose 
it; I mean, unnecc^ssarily." 

** There are not many," replied Honoria. ** There 
ought to be more." 

**How long have you been here?" asked Ferris, 
suddenly. 

* * Two days — almost. * * 

**I should have said it was two months. It 
seems — why, as if you had lived here for a long 
time." 

** A good deal has happened," suggested Honoria. 
"More than you \nll ever know," she thought. 
She touched the spaniel with hesitating finger-tips. 
Philos was curved upon his master's arm; he lay 
like a stull(*d dog, tcxi tired or Ux) happy to stir; 
u\ym his warm head the sick man turned a tender 
clurk now and then. 

** I want to have a talk uith you," obser\'ed Fer- 
ris, ** about Several things." 

"Do yc»u think yuu had bettor — to-day?" 

**\Vhy, I slept!" urged Ferris. **I slept almost 
an hour this m<»niing. I have never done such a 
thing before. There is always such a lot of noise 
alniut the houst*. To-day it was as still 
heaven." 
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" I never thought of heaven as a particularly quiet 
locality," remarked Honoria. A little scintillant 
light just missing of a smile stirred across her face. 
* ' One thinks of it as a kind of symphony concert — 
in a chronic form." 

' ' Miss Honoria ? How did the house happen to 
be so still this morning ? It was phenomenal ; like 
apparitions, or the spirit vocabulary ; it is material 
for the psychical research people. Do you know 
anything about it? Was it your doing?" 

**I wouldn't ask, if I were you. I have fotmd 
out a good while ago — haven't you? — how often 
it is best in life to take things for granted. Some- 
times it spoils them to talk about them." 

** But I must say," insisted Ferris, in a low voice, 
** I cannot say how I thank you. You can have no 
idea what a kindness you have done me. It seems 
to me incredible — Tessa — Trip — the servants — the 
door-bell — the tradesmen — all the whole domestic 
babel was absolutely held under for two hoiars. I 
can conceive of nothing but a miracle — or a gen- 
eral — that could have done it." 

"Why not a trained nurse?" asked Honoria, 
laughing. 

*'Did you ever see Miss Binder? Or Miss 
Docer?" 

**0h, ten thousand times." 

'*Why do you take such exquisite trouble, such 
— such womanly care and thought? Don't think 
I don't understand what it involves." 

"Oh, I don't know," replied Honoria. **I think 
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I was l»m t/y Uikc trouble for snmehody. Per- 
haps it's {Kirtly what ytm call thoroughness." 

*• No. it was you who siiid thoroughness — I drm't 
think this is exactly thnnuiKhness. It is some- 
thing; a little dilTcrcnt. Never min<I what! It 
puts me under the s;inie nl)lijrations, whatever we 
lall it. . . . When are yni j^^ing tr> tiike my case. 
Miss llMiinria? What d<> you advise me to do? 
Do yu know anylvMly wlm am make a man of a 
nuunniv? Anv ftll«>w out of the usual order? 
Sur^tMiiis seem t«» nu- to stand with their hands 

jniiud like a p»w ftf pajK-r dolls cut out of one pat- 

t» I 
eni. 

*' I have known one inspire*! man, <.>ut ''f the diK- 

tors I havf nut." replie<I Ilonoria. slowly. "He 

is n«»t a surj^f'n. I «li»n*t think it is surgerj" you 

nt't'd. 1 <l«»n*t ivrn think it is doi'tors.** 

*' 1 siij^jHKr yu imaii it is inspiration?" 

■*( )r ;ilhi li'Mi/' thought Ilitnoria, but she dirl not 

s.iy wli.it shf Ih'-n^^ht. I'rrris felt that he e(»uld 

aliTi'-t Imvi j'lui krd the won! fptin her shut li|)s; 

hi- \^ m ivtd in Iut a ntirriue n«»t ei>mmon among 

tin- w- !in n wh-'Mi hi- kiu w the y«»ung women, the 

^•hh| \\..iti«ti without hist'Tiry t<» conceal. He was 

(i.iix. i. u^ ih.tt it h.it] iKi'itmr a sivi^nil nature to 

this ;^:il I., viv \\!i;iL shr s!n»uM, to tin the thing 

sl'.i ' m;:1iI. Ill- n rill inl-i nd iIkiI slie had met men 

of I ■ 'jiNii jMi Tj. .-. arid t:..i* s!:r was ai'(]uaint<-«l wnlh 

hfr, l.r ri :r.t ii;l.< !i d \\!..it a lriTn»ii.l« »u^ drpth tif 

hlr il w.is in w'Mtli ^^.^ hid t-'iliil v» trrnblv an<l 

N» ^inlply— a .s*.i!'iii.iri::i- -livir, in- ilr^lly at Wi>rk 
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fathoms below the shining surfaces of society, of 
art, of literature, of the comfortable things that 
other people of her social order took to be the ends 
of action or feeling. He felt that one came up 
against an armor in her character; it had the 
solidity that is fashioned only by selected experi- 
ence nobly met. 

He fotmd himself fimibling for the idea that she 
had no pell-mell experiences; nothing haphazard, 
nothing that she did not like to recall, or would be 
unwilling that others should know. Tessa, in the 
parlor at the piano, was singing in her thin, trained 
voice, 

"Praying that Heaven ever keep thee, 
So pure, so fair, so bright!" 

•*Do you hear that?*' asked Ferris. His sad, 
listening eyes turned to Honoria. "Come!" His 
tone changed with Tessa's key, which plimged from 
'*Du bist wie eine Blume" to **Dear old Dutch." 
**Tell me! Where is that inspired fellow you talk 
about? Is he accessible?" 

"Very much so. He is in Boston now." 
"Will you telegraph him to come to me?" 
"I will write. Won't that do? And hadn't I 
better speak to Tessa?" 

**A man must choose his own chances of life," 

replied Ferris, without hesitation. "I know she 

thinks highly of her cousin's professional opinion — 

she has so few relatives; it is perfectly natural." 

*'0h, perfectly," assented Honoria, almost too 
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readily. *'I only thought if the two happened to 
mivl it mi^ht be a little awkward. I think Tvssa 
is expfctiny Dr. Pierjxjnt beftjre long; he will be 
on his way to s« )mc'whtTe, and may stop over fur 
a clay —1 belit^ve she Siiiil so; I may be mistaken." 

"You dnn'l think, do you — " Myrton stopped. 
Ill- had never yet discussed his vrHv with a thinl 
|)iTs«in; he had never alloweil any one ti> criticise 
hiT in his prescMicc. But tliis was Tessa's sister. 
It smldenly iKvurrnl to him as iH)SsibIe that Ho- 
noria undtTstMnl Tcss;i l>ctter than he did. 

"I know she is f«)nd of Dr. Pierp»»nt," he ven- 
tured, ^n)j)in^ for the rij^ht w<»rds, "and «•! course 
she s»i\v a ^tHnl deal nf him in New York this spring 
when y«»ur uimiIut was ill." 

"( )|i yes." answennl Hon«»ria; "that was natural, 

Oui * .f the husband's eyes leaiKtl one c»f the smtnil- 
drrin>; <iui*slii»ns th;it lare n'» m»»re than t'lru cares 
f »r the traditions of what a man had lietttT sav 
.iN -'.It his uifi'. llonoria's eves diil niit tlee llie 
.1!! .'.V. r: they nut his steadily and gravely; neither 
^'•jH-ke ;i:^iin .iIm.uI Tessa, and bi»th Inrgan, a little 
h i^lily. ti» talk I if other things. 

"I njH-.it." s.i!.| I'l-rris, "tl.eri' are some quos- 
ti'Hi'. .t iiMii uwi^l ileeiili* for hiins4"lf. 1 will Xv\l 
Ti ...I th.tt 1 l..r,e riiju<sl*tl ynu l»» summon this 
iI.mI^ -r v-i Itiisl. Y"U will tinil she will take it 

JTrltlly." 

*' I am Mirr she wiil." M >nMria ha^leiietl t^* reply. 
'*I><irt \ou kn<>i.v .i!:v uu\i\ i»i inuM'le and sense 
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who could help you out-of-doors?" she added, un- 
expectedly. **It would need both — as massage 
does ; and you may need that. I could teach some 
sympathetic fellow how to do a good many things 
for you in the right way." 

**0h, weVe been through all that," said Ferris, 
wearily. **I won't be tortured again. Brander 
would do anything, of course — ^and Carl Taker ; but 
I've given that all up." 

"There's that young Sheffield," suggested Ho- 
noria. "He's an athletic fellow." 

"I don't want Sheffield," said Ferris, shortly. 

"You see," sighed Honoria, "no matter what 
my theories are, I cannot act. That comes of being 
in the abject profession, as I told you. That is 
why I suggested bringing in this authority. It is 
a very eminent one. I do not think you have any 
right to assume that you must go on as you are. 
You have not had sufficient advice — nor varied 
advice." 

A subdued but powerful excitement siu-charged 
the face of the invalid. 

" Do you think — do you really think — " 

"I am not allowed to think," returned Honoria. 

They did not talk any more that day. In the 
evening Ferris saw her playing in the garden with 
Trip and Philos ; she romped like a girl and laughed ; 
she had the delightful laugh of a cheerful woman 
with a sweet voice. There were a good many roses 
in the garden, and yellow lilies stood in rows, like 
tall candles ; Honoria's long, thin, black skirt caught 
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on <;omcthin^ and d ragged her to a stop among the 
lilies; while she was tr>'ing to disentangle it Tessa 
brought a adlcr into the ganlen, and he stepped 
up to help Ilonoria. It was Mr. Hildreth. 

*'Y()U arc a prisoner to an unseen thorn." he 
Siiid, smilinj^. 

I'\rris lay watching them through the open win- 
dow. Tess:i t<M»k Trip away to put him to bed. 
and the president an<l Ilonoria strolled up and 
d'lwn the ganlen walk lK*twcen the rows of yellow 
lilies. HiMreth regarde<l her with the pleased, but 
tentative and critical interest of a man who had 
known the brilliant w<»nien of his own country. 
aiiil not a few in others. Ilonoria's lace waist was 
white, and her lainlicnt coloring seemed to glow 
out "f it, like the unofx^ned from the open petals 
t«f :i tlower. Ferris noticetl the extraordinary ab- 
Miui* I if oHjuetry which he had obser\'ed in her 
l'i!"iv. lloTi«»ria talkL^l to the oJlege president 
:i^ if thi'v had K'cn two diri.*ct(»rs t»n some hospital 
b '::!; as if llure were things of consequence to 
U- ^.ii>l. Mr. IliMreth stavol some time. It was 

w 

tumHv. ni't «niitf. dark when he went away. The 
r\« iMi:;: w;is *;Mllrv. and Ferris had pushe«l his pfl- 
I'.'As ■••.«T :ihn"<t iij>«»n tlie window-sill that he 
M'.i.'lit '.'it wh.itfvrr air tluTc was. 

.\ st« ;» br:i»;hiil thr ;,:r.i\ rlli«<l avenue, an*! he per- 
iii\r«l t!:..t IImii. ri.i li.id st"] !•<•«! in walking by tm 
lirr w.iv t • tl.r pi. I -.M The half-^n»wn ci>snnis w:is 
bt'twrt-ri t!:< m. ^.' • tV...t sl:r r« 'tiM nut Come ver>' near 
ihr wir.'iMW. S!.«' >;- ke it «'nce: 
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ly. with the grasp of comrades who have fought 
ti'j^cthcT (^n sombre battle-fields, where the car- 
nape of <lisease slays more than shot anfl shell. 

She came immediately into the study. Ferris 
was sitting in his till, stuffed chair. lie turned 
liis aviTte<l face, lait difl not l(^)k at her. 

**\\V11?*' he lumtc^l. 

Il«»noria's low voice stvmoil ti> rise like a wave 
fr'»m a fathomless si*a of i»ily, and to fill the niom. 
Ih' felt that she o>mi>assionated him too much not 
t'» tell him the truth. 

** Hr thinks/* she s;ii<l at once, "that the spine 
has rcivivcd a Si'vcre shock. But there is no in- 
rnrablc t>rpanic lrsii»n--you cannot ix^ssibly un- 
dtrsiand h«>\v much that means. He says you 
haw a tiyhling chance." 
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was tradition at Routledge that 
commencement week was always 
hot — commencement when the town 
brinmied with visitors; when the 
houses of the facility were packed to 
the eaves; when the trustees sat in 
ermine and purple ; when the students took the bit 
between their teeth ; when the altmini sprang like 
forgotten annuals from tmknown roots; when the 
nights resotmded with reimions and banquets; 
when the glee clubs sang till morning ; when dass 
yell and college yell f otight for supremacy through 
reverberating halls and re-echoing streets, long past 
the sultry midnight; when the professors wished 
they had been mechanics, and the professors' wives 
wished they had married dry-goods clerks; when 
the intellectual life did not seem worth its cost in 
neurasthenia, and the academic atmosphere — at 
ninety-five degrees in the shade — ^palled upon its 
cultivated victims. 

In the summer of which we speak the commence- 
ment thermometer broke its record; it rose but 
slowly, with a comfortable reluctance, and the 
week opened with some of the most resplendent 
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days that the late New Enpland June can offer to 
its hill c(^untry. These wvtv now yielding to a 
south and sultry wind. 

Professor Ferris s;it in his whei*le<l chair on the 
])iazza at the shadtnl side of his house. Drander and 
Carl Taker ha<l bniui^ht him there (they tliil so 
ovm' day), and left him with his screen, his tat)le, 
his Ik'U, and his d«»^. He hail askcnl for the nidio- 
nu'ttT. t(x). He could now i»ro[)el the chair a lit- 
th' way al>otit the piazza. If it were worth while 
hi* could take a few sti'ps, and s«^> enter or leave the 
house; hut this transcen<lent HlK»rty as yet had the 
nature of license; it was rate<l a hixury, and treateil 
acconlinj^ly. 

There were vines (»n the piazza. thn^uRh which 
tlie lii;ht si>arkle<l antl triekli'<l. S<»me t»ne came 
out fn»m time to time and movtnl his scnvn when 
the sun overttK)k him. This, thoujjh not always, 
w;ts usually Ilonoria. **She is the imly jK^rstui in 
thr lii»usi» who thinks." he s;iiil— hut not to her. 
Our <l;ty it leape<l to his tln»u^:ht to adtl. "She 
sirir^s lo l>e the only one who cares.*' He shut the 
w« T'ls i »ut < 'f liis mind, as one el« »S4'S a heavy shutter 
t'» krr]i out the lij.:htnin^j. His ^'r.ilitude to her 
WMS s. I jKissj. .!i;ite, his reviTencf f'»r lur was Si> 
ppt'-uiul, th;il he w luM n'lt sul'^«r l'.irns*'lf ti» l»o 
iritii tl t.f TcNv;;i if piirtlv fi»r H<':i"ri.i\ sjike. lie 

lll'.\l;'l.t I'f Trss;i \\\\]\ tlie • 'l-st il'..iti- i<!i .ili/:itii»n 
i.f A Tu.iTi \\li"si- :ilNrti"U :uid iiU^-llri I ;ire :il 

W.iT 

He fuuii'l it imiKtssiMe to ii^ni -Tr the c«'Mness — 
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it seemed the growing coldness — and neglect of his 
wife; it was as impossible for him not to love her in 
spite of that. For a little flower, Tessa had rooted 
herself at a painful depth in him. He longed for 
her tenderness like a lover; he forgave its absence 
like a husband. He thought of her — ^he thought of 
her till he could think no more. Sometimes he fell 
upon savage moments when he felt that he must 
forget her to save his soul alive. These occurred 
more frequently than they used to do. He was 
conscious of a curious complex effort in both mind 
and heart as if at once he held and lost the image 
of his wife. 

It was late afternoon of a day midway of com- 
mencement week. The professor, from his wheeled 
chair, could see the small, crowded garden, where 
the lilies were beginning to droop and the roses to 
multiply. He could see the gray arbor, whose nar- 
row seats were draped with the heavily patterned 
tapestry of light and shade that is made by grape 
leaves; he could see the white-hot Doric pillars of 
the president's house; beyond, the glittering river; 
nearer, the arcade of elms a htmdred years old that 
dignified the long and now thronged and ttunultu- 
ous street ; below, the college buildings ; and above, 
the hills. But for that line of high horizon it was 
a narrow map for a man's eyes, and his were vio- 
lently impatient of it. His athletic past, his out- 
of-door temperament made him a poor prisoner. 
As he had gained in power of locomotion the mer- 
cury of his restlessness motmted fretfully. When 
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the wind blew a magazine ofT fn>m his lap a good 
rouTnl **Damn!" pursue<l it. 

•* If 1 had l)ecn a woman," he complained to Ho- 
noria. who came out ujxm the piazza with a cup 
«tf S' imcthinR, "I should l)o embroidering Bibk 
U-xts by this timr." 

"In rn>ss-stitch, on canllMvird," asscntctl Ho- 
n^'ria, **fnimcil in i)assc-partout, and distributed 

In frU'Ilds/* 

*'<)r i'xchan>:in^ * Shut-in' leaflets by mail laStli 
DtluT jHMir di»vils. I)o ym know they've begun 
'* sk-rA them t'* nir ri^ht aUmg? I had another 
Ml k -^k: vi'Stcrday." 

"IM like ti» lau^h.'* said Hon<>ria, shaking her 

.t\f!, "but I i-ari't. I have soi'n th'»se lhin>:s bring 

sui h a mvstiTii>us ani««uTit <>l i*«»mf«»rt. Y'»u can- 

:.■ I ]"'SsiMy im.ii:iiu' h« ^w little it takes tt> give 

'!r..s-:rr l'» a ^inall jhtsi'M with a ^Tiat tp»ul^lc to 

"A:. 1 vrt v^u l.iMjjh wlu-n Vi>u hi-ar me swear." 

" \V!.V, •>f 0>U!"H-! It TTllMTlS Vi ^u afi* In'tltT. I 

'..i*f t • s*e a silk in.in jialiiiil. ll*s a bail symp- 

« • 

"1. 
< >:. th.-.l tin r;i;«<'Utio ihr-n'. I must l»c K**'"g 
•. t !• !V r. ('.nil!' 
1 li!ii. .<• \'ti .in," s.ii I Il«>iv»ri.i. "I mc.in v«»u 



-!.. 



!!•• 1 • }.' 1 str.ii.'l.t ir ?■> 1:«t shiiiini' r\rs, thrv 

sM:i.:i • •■ ! .•. 1;! !'.»■. ;;n l:/:.t -I'-^s • -n w.iti-r. lu' lunl 

i;r\»r •«• t n arivil.i:.;^ .-.t .ill hkc Ir.irs in l!u*m In.*- 
f . re 
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"Oh, look here!" he cried. "K I do— if I ever 
should — it will be your doing l" 

"Drink your beef juice," answered Honoria, in '* 
her professional tx)ne. " It is getting as cold as a 
worn-out flirtation." 

" Who is swearing now ? I never heard you use 
such a word. Miss Honoria ? Before you came — " 

"WeU? Before I came?" 

" Oh, a thotisand things. For one, they gave me 
the modem cereals. Half of them, 111 take my 
oath, were powdered dog-bread ; the other half were 
last year's shorts. A munmiy likes to be treated 
like a man, even if he knows he isn't." 

"I like to hear you laugh," rippled Honoria. 
"Then I'm sure you are better. For a person who 
has been shut out as long as you have — " 

"Why do you say 'shut out'? I've noticed 
you do — I'm afraid you haven't gradtiated in 
leaflets." 

" Because you are shut out from so much more 
than you are shut in to," replied Honoria, quickly. 
A blur of touching gratitude softened Ferris's too 
brilliant blue eyes. 

" How do you happen to understand everything? 
Nobody else — " He checked himself. "Where is 
Tessa?" he asked, in a rehabilitated tone. "I 
haven't seen her since morning." 

"Why, didn't she tell you? I supposed, of 
course — I thought you knew." Honoria, for the 
first time since he had known her, changed color 
in evident embarrassment. 
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'•She has driven «jvor t' the Junction. 
exfo^ting a guest." 

"Wc «lecii!el n- t t^ entertiiin this vear," said 
Ferris, qukkly. ** I t. M Hlt that I o^uIJ not do 
it. Tl;e excitement an.l Lite b^urs take &:> much 
cut "i rr.e. and it i^ <«■ imj^-rtant just n«»w that I 
sh' Mi ! n\ikc the n:« st *•{ whatever chances I have. 
\'\i kn-i\v h"\v th.it is." 

* V. ^. I kn w. • s..;.l H n m. s:idlv. "I did 
th.«- Ir-t I C'uM. I triol t. • I'lit a st" p to it. But 
it v.* lit Li<t 1 ivj. He is « ii li-; v.av t«» the Adin^n- 

m 

ila» ks, I Itiit'. c.'* 

"It's tr;.it oiisin, is it? It is Dr. IVrprmt." 

" I fc w ill :^'' • « -n with his j* 'Time v m a day (»r two/* 
unrt*-! H' n ri.i. **I t- M lur it was an iinf«>rtunate 
tin*it». I s^iil s«'me <'thiiT wivk \v«»uld do just as 
\\i !!, a:.'! Ill !<• S.I linr.l -n y«-ii. Y^-u ha\e a \iood 
di ..I t' • ui.lcP^'i this i- n;!:vnitnu-nt. anvhow." 

*'Mrc thi.iTi y«'U ki-.-w." ai^swcTol Ftrri.<», in a 
1i.\v V'.ire. "Mtrc t!rpi'..!N on t!:is \\ii*k than 
ai.vh. -Iv kn-'Ws. I T'.«ti!i-i ivitv r.mi' I have. 
I t !! hrv s. .. . . . N« \v th.ry will sit iij» ami Udk 

li ilf th»' Tii.'hl,'* he exil.iimi-'l. will; the (kithetic 
f..nt..-t f'i lr»ulU' \vliii?i ih.r will find it s«> hanl 
t'» uii'l- f-t.i:: 1 «-r n»;]ntt in l!:i* sit k. "And the 
L'.vs will \«I1 tin* •tluT h.ilf. And ti»-mtim»w- I 
h.i-.r a \rTy imjN -rt.i'it intmii-w U*f<'n? mc tcv 
nrrr-'W. I nv.ist hi.ivt- ;.!1 mv wits al>t»ul me. I 
can't •/■» thr-u-.'h it • !i the rnk!" 

"I think *.h«- m» .i?m t.i t.ikr <^ -usin Dick ti>s^'me- 
l»«"ly*s ritrjiti'in this i*. • r.ii." Pi'rh..i]«»; thr hi>usc 
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will be qtiieter than you expect/' said Honoria; her 
voice was as if she ached aloud. "Sometimes 
Teasie will do what I ask her. I do try to make 
things easier for you." 

"You have made everything easier for me!" 
cried the professor, in an outburst of uncontrollable 
candor. " Why, you must know that this has been 
another house since you came into it. Such con- 
sideration — such unremitting carefulness, such 
thinking of things! And, oh, the blessed quiet! 
The nights when a fellow could get to sleep with- 
out lying awake to listen for noises he couldn't 
put a stop to — as Carlyle did for the rooster! And 
then, such an influence as you have over others — 
over Trip and every one!" 

"If you overestimate me so," argued Honoria, 
not without emotion, "think how hard you will 
make it for me." 

"Hard for you? How could I possibly — " 

" Why, when I am floating around Boston harbor 
with those slum babies. They won't say such nice 
things. They are not professors of rhetoric." 

"Are you determined to do that preposterous 
thing?" demanded Ferris, impatiently. 

" A nurse does not break her engagements." 

"Oh, very well." Ferris spoke coldly, she 
thought, and Honoria looked a little hurt. 

" It is only for July and August, you know." 

"Will you come — are you sure to come back 
when your slum cruise is over?" 

**If you and Tessa wish it." 
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**Vor>' well/' repeatc<l Ferris. He took the 
majjazim* which Honoria had i>icked up and re- 
tiinK'fl to his piazza table. She s«'iw that he did 
not read the jia^rs which he whippe^l throuf^h his 

fini^t-rs. 

*"Hu' railiomotiT is sittin>j out this ilancc." she 
til»Mr\ril. She shi!t<Ml ilu» )^lass toy on the table 
junI 1hV"!h1 the shade of the sen'en; it met a glint 
<•!' \inrdi14hl and Itei^an to wallz merrily. 

**\Vhal a sensitive thiny it isl" she exclaimed. 
'* I nt\er i'et usetl tn it.'* 

' It siiUers jjrnjH»rli«»natt-ly.'* 

' And eTii'»ys. ti^»." 

'( )h. I supjH .se S' ».** 

' Pp.fess. T?" 

•W.ll. llMn..ria?** 

■ I :*•;// ei'ine baek when I am ihrouph with the 
H'st'ii l»;il-ies. 1 liej^ni t'» think I am really needoii 

H rl: :;k ^s miuh as anywhere - in this house." 

'( I' d kr.' 'W^i! ves " 

• r« <^.i h.is ;ir.'e-l It very much, verv often." 

'<»!i. y -11 .;H' .m innnen^' relief t'» Tess^i. Y<»u 
ki. -A li".'. >!.(■ irrls alHiiit sukiiess- ho\v ii sc*i*ms 
I ■ !:: 'l.li :i ]ur. t" i« ]««1 lier. S!ie i.in'l help il. 
)'.'■ i. in.i :«■ uji tl t v.iy. I tli-n'l M.ime Tesswi, 
.- -1 ;i!iii: -t 1:1 ! i.'l i!i the l*M>t 

I *!•: !< 1 -! iTi ! Si:i w.is .ilw.ivs jiist s*». She — " 

.\ ti'.'jl !■.•:■«• I r.: -V' ! i:it • H''!i"n.i's tjuiel Si'n- 
'\'\"-\ \:. !.'^ .',:•!* •.•:«;*ii-. with, a new dnmi, 
!r ::: t ' • .' • r '. .r. 1 ni.iriheii Nnriekui); up 
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"A reube-o-path! A rub-e-o-path! Papa's got a 
rub-e-o-path ! A Brander new rub-a-dub, rub-a- 
dub, dub-a-dub, Jttfe-e-o-path!" 

Honoria, with a little inarticulate exdamation, 
ran. Trip had made a military d6tour into the gar- 
den, and there she flanked him. Ferris pushed 
aside the woodbine and watched her as she moved 
among the roses. She played with Trip for a few 
minutes, as if she had been another little boy. It 
seemed to be made part of the game that she should 
be appointed drummer. By whatever military 
tactics, she obtained possession of the drum. He 
saw her lead the child away, talking to him ear- 
nestlv. 

**She can do anything with Trip," he thought. 

Honoria did not return to the piazza, but dis- 
appeared with the boy. Ferris was alone with 
Philos and the radiometer when he saw, and was 
a little startled to see, the tall figure of the college 
president swinging along the sidewalk. Mr. Hil- 
dreth came up the steps with his straw hat in his 
hand, but did not immediately seek the professor; 
to whom the circumstance asstuned an tmcomfort- 
able significance until it occurred to him that Ho- 
noria or Tessa, unseen at the front of the house, 
might be the cause of the momentary detention. 
This lasted, however, longer than Ferris had ex- 
pected, and he was beating a devil's tattoo on the 
arms of his chair when Mr. Hildreth came arotmd 
the comer of the house. As the president settled 
himself in the bamboo settee beside the invalid. 
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he jarred the screen a trifle and changed its por- 
tion. This shut the vine-light from the radio* 
meter, which si(>i)pcd dancing, as a happy person 
st()])s sin{^in)^ at f>ad news. Mr. Hildreth did not 
s|H.*ak at once, hut Ferris did: 

•'I did not exixxrt you till to-morrow. What 
has hapiK.*nc*<l?" 

**Ni«lhinj: decisive — that is, not irrevocable, yet. 
I did \v*i mean to come till I could give you a final 
ri']M >rt. Hut I thouj^ht it would be best not to wait 
for their evening session. They will look in on my 
riVi*])ti>»n for tive minutes, and then slip away. 
TluTf is no iliiulit l)ut they will have a quorum. I 
havo st'cii most »>f the executive committee.*' 

Thi* ])rofcss<»r*s (infers stopped slapping and 
sn;ii'pinj: the arms of the wheele<i chair. 

"What's the ujwihot.^" he asked, with uncon- 

ti'.ilrd aj^itati«>li. 

'* N.'l oxaetly what I hojx?il. I am disappointed, 
1 a< Iir.it. Of cniirse there is the chance that when 
it i"!iiis t'» a v«»te -" 

*' V<>u mean V(»u df»n't think it ha<l better come 
to :i \i .te? I Sir." 

"Th.it is f«»r you to s;iy, Ferris. That is why I 
am h.rre.** 

*'Mv rrsi;:Tiation is in your hands," falteriNl the 
inv.ilil i»roft'ss<«r. '* It has Urn there — how long?" 

*'S«ver:d TlMTllhs. at le.ist 

"I*iit It in. President IliMrelh. Put it in when- 
i\i 1 \"ii Me fit this ;iftim«»«»n, if you s;iy »>.'* 
"In .m uiiqu.dilieil f'>rm that stnkes me as too 
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extreme a step. I may be wrong — Your pillows 
are slipping. Allow me — " 

Hubert Hildreth had the manner of the wide 
world; in emotional crises it did not forsake him; 
if it had devolved upon him to break the heart of 
his best friend he would have done so politely, or 
even incidentally. He had not the spontaneity of 
Ferris, who sometimes chafed imder the more cal- 
culating temperament of the other, or even resented 
the definable effect of merely social phases of life 
upon an intellectual man — a man who had chosen 
an academic calling to which he was distinctly by 
taste an alien. The professor was, therefore, sur- 
prised and moved when, on turning his gray face, 
he saw unmistakable tears in the eyes of his friend. 

*'What death shall he die, my lord? A sudden, 
or a subtle?** quoted Ferris, quickly. "Give me 
the sudden. Tell me the worst, at once." 

"There is nothing worse," replied Hildreth, 
"than a general and profoimd scepticism as to 
your probable recovery ; it seems to have pervaded 
the whole board. It is especially deep-rooted in 
the executive committee, and of course you know 
how such things work." 

"The tyranny of the committee! Every man 
knows what it is. If the committee wishes me to 
resign, I had better spare them the necessity of 
telling me so." 

" No one wishes you to resign," argued the presi- 
dent, more fervently than he was apt to speak. 
"There is but one opinion as to your value to 
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Routledgc; not a dissenter could be found if you 
tried fur it. Your chair could not be filled as you 
till it. Your loss would be a calamity to the col- 
k'ge which it is impossible to overestimate. This 
is widely and cordially recognized. You are by 
all (hMs the favorite professor on the faculty — 
hardly less beloved by the tnistees than you are 
l»v the students.** 

"Trustees never love," retorted Ferris. '*It 
isn't in iheni. ThevVe a batnichi;m lot, like — 
like--" He paused for a figua*. **Like frogs 
with iheir lieads cut olT," he addcnl, bursting into 
a l»irl«'ni lau^^h. lie tried s;ivagely to hide his 
env'ti»>n in his piM.r jest. lie would have given a 
l»iitiT price l«'r the nerves «if a well man to meet 
this 1»1. »w with. 

'* Thrv will vtite lu etmtinue vt»ur s:ilar\' for six 
niiiilhs frnrn llu' time that y^ur resignation — as- 
^utiiin:.^ that you felt yourself obligeil to resign — 
*1. -uM vio iiiti» elTeet. Your hous<\ I think, they 
\\««uM wish you lo retaiti fitr a year— jK^ssibly 
1 : iM r. if you are slill tlis^d»le«l," Ilildn'th hastened 

"Til t is. it I i'i»ulthrt K.tl «»ut they would leave 

tl.r P'-i MMT my llr.nl till 1 eMUldl" 

"1 njr.il." itiNist,-.! \\w ]»n*Mdi'nl. stMithingly, 
"t^'.v l..i\e l!:r w.rnusi juTs^nal fetlinj^ li» your- 
-I !: T! I \ TK.ivli. k iTMii^iiMti'ii : it isaeomm«in 
.!:•:.» "i!". .\ ' .1 I !. .-'>». t!:« V .ire hanl!v men of the 
Ir- :■!' ■ » • ; « ijt :.» r. \ ' -u ki;- 'W I t}iink vou art* a 
\\\\\k' I. .11.1 on th« in. }t \"-.i will al]"\v me. Take 
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Strong, for instance — Gamaliel L. Strong. He is 
with you on every occasion. He is really fond of 
you.'* 

"I know/' answered Ferris, penitently. "He is 
very good to me. I beg his pardon. I suppose," 
he suggested, in a lower tone, "it does not help 
my prospects any that my wife is imderstood to 
have property?*' 

"Possibly not. But for that circumstance it is 
probable, I should say, that you would be voted 
a longer continuance of yotir salary — imder the 
conditions; they are recognized as distressing and 
imusual; and your value to the college is rated at 
no common estimate." 

" I do not think I am as ungrateful as I soimd," 
pleaded the professor, in a shaken, htmibled voice. 
"The trustees have been very kind to me all this 
while. I don't forget that. You'll tell them I 
don't, won't you?" 

He turned away his face. His friend could see 
the quivering of his drawn mouth beneath its 
brown beard. 

" What do you think I had better do, Hildreth ? 
You must have some plan. You always do. Your 
head is full of them. You are a natural organizer." 

" If you really wish my advice — " hesitated Mr. 
Hildreth. 

** Does a drowning fellow really wish to be yanked 
out of the water?" cried Ferris, with the swift irri- 
tability of acute suffering. "Don't play with a 
poor devil of a crippled beggar! You're not hand- 
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liu)^ a iKitiuiial convention or a European draw- 
ing-nH»tn. . . . Pardon mc, President Hildxetht" 
a(ldc(l the professor, immediately, "I am not — 
I siip|x)se I didn't really ex{XK:t this. You must 

ftTj^ive me!" 

*' I ihr »u;^ht I was the one to be forgiven — that I 
have nnt been able to i)revcnt it," replied the 
l>Rsi'knl. j^ently. **I lake it for granted you be- 
lieve I have d(»ne my tx'st. It would be easier to 
m:iiiaj^t» a Kurnpean dniwing-room or a national 
o»n\\iiti'»n than a bixtnl of college trustees — a 
c«nmlr>' e«>lU'}^e, t<H». . . . If I were you I think I 
>//!'«/./ si-nd in my resignation, just as things arc." 

"Put it in K'fore supjKT." eummandeil Ferris. 
Hi" in-mbliMl visibly. The other could sec that 
\:k' w.is li.ml hit. 

"Hut 1 shMuM (jualify it." suggested Mr. Ilil- 
«!n ih. "Take six months m^re. Use three of 
tl:i in to grt ln'iliT -t'» ti*st ynur chances. You 
iiri.iinly ha\e iinpp»ved lately; I can si.»e that; 
I .<!•>!•' "ly can. S*."nil in your ri*signati(m to Uike 
K\:*y\ ihrrc ni"iuhs aftiT the <»i»ening of the next 
>ir,\'. :tr, it bv that lime it sli<>uld I>e clear that 
V'M i.-riM't yyi baik In y««ur elass-n»om." 

I'lnis nv'M'l thr w hit lid chair awav for a few 
U* t. ,:!'.•! xit i:i siuh a iH.siti«»n that liis friend c^)uld 
I. ' ■ • l.i^ t.nf, it W'-rkol, ami he c(»vereil it with 
l.:>. t:.iii h.i:: !s. 

\V!.t :: l:r rj' kr it w.is in a dull vt»iit\ 

" I will I'l' ?Mik in my i'lass-n-»m nrxt term. I 
^ill K thtrt- <!L.id iT ah\i-, anil make the cxjieri- 
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ment. You can tell them so. Send in my resigna- 
tion on those conditions. . . . And, President Hil- 
dreth, don't mind a thing I say. You're just as 
good a friend, for aught I see, as if you had bad 
manners — say as bad as mine. If you'd never 
been beyond a church sociable, or a fresh-water 
promenade concert, you couldn't have managed 
this thing better." 

The two men clasped hands without another 
word, and the president hurried away. Ferris 
watched him till his tall figure — distinguished by 
the Je ne sais quoi from the too consciously aca- 
demic commencement crowd — blended into the 
swelling cloud of frock-coats that had descended 
upon the town. 

No one came near the professor for some time, 
and for this he thanked whatever gods the earth- 
quake of that hour had left him. If it knocked 
one or two more from his diminishing Olympus, 
who so poor in charity as to find a fault in him for 
that? A man may bear the ruin of his health, the 
devastation of his home — poverty, bereavement, 
heartbreak — but until he has faced professional 
failure, or the undeserved overthrow of his career, 
he knows neither what fortune can hurl upon him, 
nor what its outrage can wring from him : whether 
groans or outcries, oaths or prayers, who, not 
knowing him better than his own soul, shall say ? 

Tessa came out on the piazza. She wore a new 
dress which she had saved for the president's re- 
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ccptinn. It was an importcfl affair f»f silk gauze; 
it was cmhmi(lcrc<l, and flutlerwl with butterflies 
fn>m iicck to foot. The butterflies were iridesocnt, 
an<l not to<) stronjjly dcfinctl. They blended into 
a misty K^iiy back^nnnvl like that which would be 
made by leaves and fl<»wers drippinf; in a fog. 
Tess:i's Uistc in dre*;s !ia<l never achievcrl a dain- 
tier success, and her husband's smitten eyes glcam- 
e<l f»'r an instant at the sijjht of her. Her throat 
and arms were baR* and Iwautiful. In deference 
t'» the unfortunate st;mdan1s «>f Routledge society, 
a few butterflies cm strips «>f gauze cn«sed her 
shnuMiTS and fell into the shi»rtest sleeves that a 
jjfMfiss'ir's wife could Ih» jx-nnille*! to wear. Her 
eyes held their half-elfin. hall-ann»nius glitter. 
Tessii ha<l llu* Ixtk which Myrlnn had hmg since 
ree'»^T:ize<l as c*>incidi"nt with the i»a»sence of some 
adTuirin;^ ri.m. 

•* I ;t!Ti ^"iti;; I > t.ike Dick tr> the presi tent's rc- 
eej'li'Ti." slie bei/aii, wilhrmt KJ^'^^K her husband 
a iImtui* to s]KMk. *' lie is on his way to the 
A !ir- :; !.u k<. an«l it is s*) nice that he happened 
\* 1 TUi- JMst in linu- It it. We will jjo early and 
f ii'.i- I lie. .i!id r.'it h'-iJur yi>u a bit. You II want 
I ' ..1 l.ii!], "t i- 'ir-f Shall I brinj: him in?" 

II. !.. -l •.!» !. littir;^ h\< dtvastalol faci* fn>m his 
r- .]]■.!•.:: t li lir Il-w . --'.I'd I'.i- l»riMk the hanl truth 
t< !:^ .t ^Viiiri ■ -•• • iii.itirr"' .\< wrll scvk <Y»m- 
t«'it i-i !!:•• ^^ll■.» '. V. •• ■•'. tli.it t tr.Sp ! \i :v\ luT Ir.iil- 
ij:/''. ^ l|. •w •. .!i .1 tlMTi'.' slu I'-'ki-t! in it! How 

h.il I >\\K' UasI 
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He perceived that it is not an easy matter for a 
man to say to himself, when he is grappling with 
a great trouble, ''The last person to help me to 
bear it will be my wife." 

"Oh, you are always in trouble," said Tessa, 
lightly. " You are bom to suffer about something. 
For my part, I think suffering comes to people who 
seek it. Well, I will hear all about it to-morrow, 
Myrton. We will have it out then. Won't that 
do? Good-night, you poor old dear!" 

She stooped and brushed his forehead with her 
lips. They were no warmer than the antennse of 
the butterflies that seemed to flutter between him- 
self and her as she gathered her transparent train 
from its long gray silk skirt and dipped away. 

**I will send Honoria out with your supper," 
she called back. ''She can listen to troubles for- 
ever; that is her profession. Mine is — " 

"What is yoiu" profession, Teasie?" 

"To be happy," said Tessa, promptly, **I was 
bom to be, and I have been educated to be. And 
I mean to be." She brought her red lips together 
so that the hard lines in her cheeks showed ; they 
would be deep if she lived ten years. Her spark- 
ling eyes had their cold color, but Ferris could not 
see them, for she stood behind his chair. 

Honoria came out presently with his supper; 
she did not speak. She set the tray down, with 
her quiet, experienced hands, upon his table, but 
made no futile protest when she saw that he cotdd 
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not cat. He noticed that she did not look at 

him. 
** Aren't you going to the reception, too?" he 

tried to siiy in his ordinary tone. 

" Not in this." Ilonoria touched her plain black 
dri'ss. "Mow could you think I could go any- 
way -to-nijL^ht?" 

Htr omtrollotl chin quivered. It was one of 
Honwria's In^autiful cxpri'ssions; he haid seen it 
but two or three times. Her low voice was scarce- 
ly au»lil)le to his acute attention. 

" ( )h. I have heanl! Presitlent Hildreth told me. 
I think he thought you would nee<l watching — 
rxlra can*. I am so s<»rry that . . . that I cannot 
s.iy anything about it. You uxrc better. You 
i.'uU have been U-tter, an<l now, just as we are 
stru;.r:^ling uj). to have so many things happen!" 

She put uut her wann» strt»ng han*!; it fell fur 
an instant ujHin his. It was less than the char- 
irn'.l l.»uch of a nurse; it was less than the per- 
ini--iMr li.isp »if a fi'lalive anil a house-mate*. But 
it j'.i". r the slriiken man a cons<.nousnrss <if more 
s. .IT. .\\ f. If what he must sulTer than it seeme*! t4> 
liini lli.it any fue else in the world ci»uM olTcr to 
his ixtiiTiMtv. Mr w«»ulil. 

N-\N slir, iiNi. stin«l iM'hin'l his tall chair, close 
bt hii'l It. anil hif l".i«r, t'-*. he couM nut setv It 
w.i. br kill tp-ni br- \v t" thr«»al with the ex- 
tjT :ti- j.itv • •! .1 \\..in.in l«» \\h«>m the jKiin of 
.itl.i i» :s .1 ni •n- n .il liiin^' than her *iwn happini'ss 
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"I have decided not to go away just yet," she 
said. " I will wait until August. I will stay with 
you till this hard July is passed. That hospital is 
a popular charity — cool work ; it will be easy to get 
substitutes. I will find one. I will telegrsLph to- 
night. You shall get back to work next term, if 
there is any power on earth. ... I mean, if I can 
do anything to help you do so. I have never de- 
serted a patient yet. I don't mean to b^gin with 
you. You and I will fight this out together." 

Ferris put up his hand without a word, and 
sought for hers; he did not find it; but when his 
arm fell back he saw what he had felt upon his 
wrist — the splash of a tear. 

It was half-past ten o'clock of class-day night. 
The professor's house, under Honoria's omnipres- 
ent eye, was perfectly still. The streets were 
temporarily quiet; for a few hours the receptions, 
the class and society suppers, would hold the throng ; 
then it would burst its way to sing and shout and 
tramp the night out. 

Ferris lay on his bed with wide eyes that strained 
into his hot, dark room. His only chance of a half- 
hour's imconsciousness stood before midnight. His 
brain, a furnace heated seven times, roared against 
his temples. His arms were stretched out from his 
sides as if he were crucified. Lightning flashed be- 
fore his scalded eyes. He groped for the ice-cap 
that Honoria had left within his reach; in doing 
so he touched one of the roses whose breath wan- 
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derc<1 alwiit his siiUrv n)om like a soul that had 
iin IuhIv. Since IIt)in»ria crime ho had never been 
willvHit (lowers. Me was vajjuely comforted, as 
the sick an\ l>y trilles implying kindness. Her 
htllc lhou«^htfuhicss seemt^l in him a large re- 
mi-rnhnmcc; it in<lcrinitcly cjuietcd him, and the 
l»ausc which ]>n*<v«lcs <lrowsincss Ix^an to cncep 
iilMMi liis dcfiaiil lUTvcs. It was even |vissil>le that 
hi' mi'L^ht have slept ; hut gnulually there grew upon 
hi^i-ir the otTcncc nf uvoIdw human voices speaking 
iti ni'iUMtonrs n'»t xcry far nlT. Plainly, the sound 
<li*l iMt conic l'n»m the honst\ lie decide<l that it 
<li<l n'»t lirlnnj^ t'» the piazza, and, drawing aside 
his •IniHTy curtain, hr l«M»kc*l nut into the garrlen. 
Till n- \\;i*; a nV"'n. :iuA I'Vi-ry oliitit in the ganlen 
w;ts vi\illv xisij.lf: the P -scs. tin* lilies, the un- 
o|M'iu"l mi'lsMiTmur ll'Wcrs. tl:c .iLirav ,-irl»nr wliere 
thi- ln.i\y i.i]H-<try of the i;rajH'\ine lun»g. A 
in. Ml .nil] W'»nian sat in tiif arl»« -r. they occuptCHi the 
n.trp»\v s'M.ts, Titil «ippf»sitc. l>ul sjilc l»v side. Tliev 
\\i •••• 1 ilkinj.^ with thr stt'aily t»a^cnic*ss of ]ie<>p]o 
\\!i • !..i\r f«'p.!"tti!i that thcv did not mean to lv 

• ••. 1 lVr..pl. 

'ri.'' vr.ttiT '.' • ■! llnir \nitis filed hiseaiNiil s*vni- 
t ■! t ' lis !■ ■rnirtitcd M-nsi}iiliiirs {** lii-i'unie the iiii- 
)• I ^ li tl'.ivi'. aii<! I'l la<! the n*!^M:iral»le time. 
T; • !!' "'li v.. ; -■'** I'T-'lli . t tl- it lie t.iiuit''! lie ciuiM 
^••' t* r <:!;'■: i !• r« I 1 :'!':■'■!••; '-ri tV.f «lress <*f his 
\\"«- I."k* W'.:^ T*. .! .'. !iai-d \\!".i(h stpiki-l 

1,1 : *^!i •■•a li r v"!:i\'. s :' !' ..<!»■« lli'itJ!!;/ a sjx*ci- 
TMi I. ' r!it:i ll'-ii-rM . T •■■4 ! ihi- avi-rnn* Slie 




wore a white gown; it was girdled and closely fast- 
ened at the throat. She went down the garden 
walk and joined her sister and her cousin. The 
three sat in the arbor for a while, chatting quietly 
and naturally, but under breath. Then they s^ 
came back through the observant moonlight silent- 
ly, and in a few minutes the house was still. 

But now the night was not. The streets, the 
halls, the town rang with songs and shouts and 
yells, and rang till morning. The ancient poem of 
student life — old as education, proud as youth, 
vigorous as manhood— thrilled the hot, bright night. 
Ferris lay listening to the boys. Far down the 
street a thousand voices stormed the stately chorus 
that every college man has loved and sung: 

"Gaudcamus igitur, 
Juvcnes dum sumus." 

Stirring slowly and plaintively after crept the 
old Southern melody which would draw a heart of 
parchment from the folded scroll of middle life or 
age: 

" Nelly was a la — dy. . . . 
My own Virginia bride." 

Then came the college yell of the professor's 
ahua mater: 

"Routledge! 
Rout]cdge\ 
lli-ho-mh!" 





jT was July, and afternoon. Rout- 
Icilj^c Rivor swam lazily beneath its 
aixhetl stone l)riilKe; the movement 
of the current was sinuous and leth- 
arf^ic, like that of a water-serpent 
making its way from a mysterious 
s< »uri'c' t< ) an unknown eiul. The day had lieen very 
ht»t. anil a hreathk'ss evening was cniwling <m re- 
hu'taiilly. A fniil c<M)hu'SS had come fnim the 
wattr; thtTc was none anvwlu-re clsi». The Itanks 
i)f the iTirk Were sultry and soliUirj'; their m:issetl 
sha«l«Avs wiTc riven with arrows of luiniing light, 
and scrnietl to watch the stream somliivly, like 
wounilid jjuards. 

The ^ky hung high above a dt*5x*ending and un- 
iliiiiltd sun. Halt a mile away tlu* village dn>wsed 
;is I lily the eMllf i^f \ illai-e ean when it gets the 
rhaia e. The i ainjius lila/ed, iinvisite«l ; with drawn 
*,h;i'!is tlie diirinil'iry h;iUs na])iie«l. A few i»n>- 
Irss.rs. ]iptirtcil ln»in the palpitating heat !»y 
aiM'liinii' iiMilirell.is. str.ii:i:U-«l t'» the iH»st-*«tVuxv 
A str.iv j'P If-^sirr's wile v.iu t«» call ujhui aniither 
witl'.'Ul hi r h.il. Stu«lriils there wrre ui'iie, nr s*) 
\t\\ as Lilly I" iinph.isi.-.f t!ir .iKmiui* i-f the ruling 
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dass. Not a boy in the empty streets, not a bird 
on a motionless bough, not a butterfly in the idle 
air but seemed to know that it was the long vaca- 
tion. The town presented the appearance of grat- 
ified desolation peculiar to a university community 
when the institution has been let out to play. 

On the river the boat-houses were locked, the 
landings deserted; now and then, when a shower 
of hot light dashed the stream, the swinging ser- 
pent seemed to sink, and the surface of the water 
stirred gracefully like a girl turning in her sleep. 
The river gave the impression of a dual nature, 
half viciotis and half benign, and one might have 
been aware of observing it curiously to see which 
element would predominate. In the inlets or shal- 
lows of the creek there were many water-lilies, and 
they were at their bloom. Towards the banks the 
colors of the creek were dense as malachite and had 
its tints. The channel was smitten out in white- 
hot fire which, as the stm dipped, faded slowly. 

In the slope of the afternoon, had any one been 
standing on the bridge (but no one was), a single 
boat might have been observed at least a mile up- 
stream, and drifting down. This was a canoe, and 
in the fragile craft its usual freight — two passen-, 
gers, a woman and a man. They were absorbed 
in thought or in talk; the paddle moved idly, and 
without the unrespited attention which is as neces- 
sary to the handling of a canoe as it is to the salva- 
tion of a soul. The current, which is powerful in 
the stealthiest weather under Routledge bridge, 
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began to trouble the canoe a little as it approached 
the l>on(l in the stream, and the man, arousing 
himself suddenly to the fact, paddled the boat 
skilfully out of the channel and into sOent water. 
There it stayc*! for a moment swishing; against the 
denial of a lhous;ind thick, ^rvvti lily-pads. 

** I ne\ iT s;i\v SI) many," s;iid the woman. "See!" 
She Icanol a little, a very little, and let slide a 
driftinj^ hand. 

**Sit still, Mrs. Ferris!*' cricnl the young man, in 
the vniee nf shaq> ccmimand with which masculine 
instinct ^riys a feminine blunder. 

Tess;i's I'HiR, nam»w haml came up triumphantly 
out of the water; it clutchetl a dripping lily, virgin 
white, ami stately; tlu' Ilnwer seemetl to turn its 
nei k ui)i»ii its dull, re«l Ntein ami I** rcganl its 
ca]»t»»r. 

"TluTe! Y«ni f<K)lish boy!" Tess;i sank back 
aj^aiii^t hrv irimstm cu,shit»ns, an«l luokol at the 
st'jiiiiit tn»ni i'ViT a wave of organdie ruffles that 
tlur i!::in:/e i>i jx.sture hatl *lriven uj) against her 
ihr-.ii. I'jUiii that s<»ft surfaiv she laiii the wet 
lil\ . whii h writheil in Uer linijers as she fastened it. 

" W'f i.iiTt i.ijt^i/e ae.ain. y«»u know," s;iid the 
1. iv. '.illiiiK. "Tli.it \\«iuM Ih* nmi' Iik) often." 
I iii:i'.:*; •!■ ► li.ij'prn « -111 f li"i tiften, in lliis worki; 

Ml 1*1 t!'-^ ; r '|]t«l Ik r ilinijiU' nn her two little 
t.iTii.i ■! ii :!. ! . .{!. 1 - !'Mr\fil the l.itl critically. 

"It A.:^ ;.:"-l •■!' ."U i.» mil liaik hiTi\ Harr>'. 
V ■! kn"U I I'eel ll it. •!"!i'i y-'U? Why not slay 
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a day or two? You're not looking just well, I 
fancy." 

"I'm going back to-night," answered Sheffield, 
shortly. " And I don't know that it matters how 
I look." 

" Oh, if you're going to be cross, Harry, you may 
row me ashore." 

"Where?" asked the boy, listlessly. He took 
up the paddle. 

"Right here." A slender finger pointed to the 
wooded bank across the lily-pads. 

" I am sorry not to obUge you, Mrs. Ferris, but 
the thing is impracticable. They won't let us." 

He struck the paddle into the dark water, and 
showed her the incredible resistance of the lilies, 
whose long, strong stems, thick pads, and waxen 
blossoms protested powerfully against the in- 
trusion of the canoe. 

"If I were alone," said Sheffield, "but with a 
lady aboard, I don't propose to risk it. They are 
too strong for us." 

His yotmg, lowering face gave no evidence of 
significance in his words; he was a straightforward 
boy by nature ; all his emotions were primitive ; he 
did not play with phrases, nor, indeed, always un- 
derstand them, if they toyed with him. Something 
in his expression changed the key of Tessa's. 

"Only another year, Harry! Then you will be 
gone. ... I shall miss you. You will settle some- 
where. You will marry somebody." 

" Not in a hurry," blurted Sheffield. The bitter- 
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ness in his miscTablc face seemed to extend like a 
frnst. an<l to nij) the smile fn»m hers. For a mo- 
ment Mrs. Ferris felt uncomfortiible. A silence, 
whiih l'» a sensitive apprehension would have been 
nn)rc sc'vtTc than any wonls, hurled upon her the 
aaiisali'»n nf a younR man whose life had been 
sj M »iU« 1 1 > y an < »lcU'r w< >man. The athletic masculin- 
ity of the b'»y*s featnn»s suddenly intensified. He 
h H ik<'*l as if he had been l)eaten in a big, brutal game. 

All thr lails in all the world who have flung the 
but Is (if fuliiiv; iH'neath the tnimpling feet of a 
lairrird WMman seeme<l suddenly, arraigning her, 
tn niiif'Tri' him. 

Ti ssa wal(hi'd him furtively. Gratifieil vanity, 
rrlm I 'l by a slight «liscomfort, lolled in her languiil 
Mack t'Vis. a certain |>er5onal peqJexity might 
ha\r lueti sai'l t«»birk there — but not regret, scarce- 
Iv t "ini'ii heiisi'Mi. The siidilest thing aN.mt the 
ni 'Dn !ii \\\is that she iliil x\nt, or dicl not appear to, 
uT.li r^t.md its si;:nifieanee enough ti» regret it or 
rij-fiil it. A fleek of her obstinate l«K>k dashed 
li* !• I '.t . whiih ttirne'l bright and brittle as it tlid 
\\}.' •: li«' h.t! s.ii«l t» her husb.md: "I was N»ni to 
l'« I 'I'I'V. Ati'l I mean t«» Inv" 

I'f 1. like \uT httle S"n, was symmi'tP*sttipic. 
!-v,'!^\ ,i:\'\ •ilf!ill\- si»methinv: was abstraelol fp»m 
i r i' 'r'!^:«f I bme.tth her m«»<ifl: a leaf, a jvl^d. a 
t:; ; !•■. .i :'r.t "t li;.:lit '^n Tn"\in;^' water, a dnigon- 
l!v titi:-/ t!.r'U:.:h \hv liit air uho Ci»uld s:iy 
wIm' ' 1t!1!:> Iv-.trlv sJ'.e ;:a\e aiiMiher di;ignim. 
sill- V. .IS .i:r l!i« ! 1 ' •!• 'r. 
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"For God's sake!" cried Sheffield; "you will 
capsize us again!* There! Sit still, I tdl you!'' 

But Tessa balanced herself with one dexterous 
hand, and, obstinately trailing the other, bent peer- 
ing into the water. Seen between the green, leath- 
ery pads which made as much effort to retain the 
canoe as they had to repel it, the river showed quite 
black. As far as eye could go, the strong stems of 
the lilies writhed; they had substance like that of 
flesh, and one wondered if like it they had sentience ; 
the large, white flowers floated as happily as swans ; 
they were beginning to drowse, for the day was de- 
clining; between their closing lids they were ob- 
servant of Tessa. While she leaned looking down 
(it was unusual for Tessa not to speak) the lily at 
her throat became unfastened and fell. 

"There!*' cried the lad, "youVe lost it." 

The broken flower floated, dropping on the rapid- 
ly darkening water ; a swiri of the stream caught it 
and carried it into the current. 

"I wish I could get it back on its stem!" com- 
plained Tessa, unexpectedly, in her girlish, petu- 
lant way. 

"But you know you can't," said Sheffield, in a 
matter-of-fact tone. " It is already drifting down. 
See! There's a butterfly on it." 

While she turned her slow neck a yellow butter- 
fly dipped to the whirling lily, and when it would 
have risen, one wing dragged in the water. Its lit- 
tle struggle was an instant, immeasurable things 
scarcely worth attention in a world full of htmian 
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woe and wTong ; yet the two in the canoe watched 
the butterfly, nor could they have told why, till 
the insect and the flower were submerged. 

** I larry," asked Tcss;i, abruptly, "how deep is it 

down here?*' 

*' Vnu'll find out, if yim don't sit straight — 
Steady there! Steady!" 

'All tlmsi.* hm^, lopti^ stems," persistctl Tessa, 
*Mo they ii^vaw dnwn to the lx)ttom? Do they 
havi' n H »ts d* »\vn there ? And these p^ids and leaves 
antl lhin;^s- they sivm to me dreadful — stnxig, 
like liui^'ers; nut like flowers. Do you suppose if 
anvbinlv i::ot in tlu'V would elmke you? Would 
lliry twist iilnut y«>u and drajj yt)U? If you were 
sinkin;.r. but you had :l ehanee t*) )^vt out — some- 
ImhIv ti» lulp you — they Would keep you under, 
\]\iv u.'uM h«'ld yoiiilijwn. 1 am sua* of it. That 
is in I v.h.it lluy would *lt». . . . Yt»u would lixjk up 
;iii I lit- tlnTr stnmj^lin;^', antl you etaiKl lie savctl, 
b;it il'V v...nl'!irt let vou! . . . HarrN', t;ike me 
• .It «.: il.i^ pl.ut ! Tiike nie away this minute! I 
\.'.:.'\ ! I .;!■ it' I tell %• >u I lan'l l>i*ar to look at it! 
1 V. ■ • l- •.'« t away I want !•• >^et lli»me! . . . 
\\*1 .t .':! \. -1 brill;! nu- here tur?'* 

S' ■ " i !■! ' A r^i.'.r'uK: aiiil *in!]rn. 

■ \\"'' . . br« r,\^r \i»U askt'l nil- l«»." hi* S.lii1, stolid- 

Iv r.-:t ';r i!i;j|'«! lii-. ]»ai!!le witiidut further 
\\> \ ' 1 : 1 ' ! ^ i/ ■■ '*!■*'» "'It • if ihr lil\ jkuls. and 
n. '• •:: ';• ti: .. . :..-t .:*. In- 1 . ••al,l. It was rather 
.: •■. v.- •'»... ..I bi I . : r iMr sirjHiit i«!" the eurrcnt 
\N :!:.:-• "1 l.im. .ii.-l li.r '.:m was M-ttiu}; when the 
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canoe thudded softly on the landing of the nearest 
boat-house. Tessa sprang out, shivering; she did 
not wait for the student to help her; her organdie 
dress (it was the pink-sprigged one that made her 
look like a college belle) splashed in the river, and 
she stooped to wring it with her brown hands — 
her wet diamond burning above her wedding-ring. 
Sheffield was not an imaginative lad, but he was 
somehow reminded of the butterfly that had drag- 
ged its wing and so gone down with the lily. 

When she raised her head she saw that some 
one walking on the river-path had stopped at the 
pier; no, he was not going by; he was looking at 
the lady and the lad. 

Mrs. Ferris dimpled, and dropped her muslin 
flounce from her dripping fingers. 

"Oh, President Hildreth," she said, gayly, "see 
how wet I am!" 

The president of Routledge lifted his hat, not 
very far, to the professor's wife. He did not 
smile. 





XI 



!T was August on Boston Harbor,and 
every i)lain, prosaic object was touch- 
ed with the idealization which mid- 
summer and morning give to the 
rude, the bustling, the squalid, or 
the siid. 

The frcij^ht ufKin the whar\'es, dew-washed and 
fr><j-w.isho<l, jMled irregularly, assumed incredibly 
<1oo»r;ilivc cajxicitics; the longshoremen surprised 
thf t'-rr^^Tniincl as figures less profane than pict- 
unsriiu'; a <lirty cuil-harge and a gurrie<l halibut 
sih'»«»!UT. tacking nut of the ccmrsc of the shin- 
in;^ str.iiiuT which the whole harlwir honored, glit- 
iiTi'l ill the shimmering, hfling f«ig. Even the 
ftrrvlt'^t which s;ihite<l the Re<l Cross (tig wcm? ;m 
uiil.iiiiiliar face Hke that of an ()verM*orke«l peasant 
MM a U'Asi «»r a s;icn**l day; antl all the shii>i>ing 
t'lnn'l jMK'tic. The sun was riding up i>i>werfully, 
;itil 'iiiMtc the flying t<»g which tniiled away lief<m! 
It. i'l tli.it tx<niisilc mingling «»f reluct;mce and sur- 
r»ii!«r. t!..ii <Ulic;itc contest of fact and fancy, 
lli.it illuTr.iM.ii««l Mur «»f mist antl outline which 
nnkr .i lMrl"'r **\\ an August m'»nnng one of tlic 
ni M le.iMtifiil sights (»l sea or land. 




The Floating Hospital moved out slowly from 
her pier. Her decks were busy, and her wards 
were full. At her bow the blood-red cross upon its 
snow-pure ground hung languidly. As the steam- 
er struck out into the channel (she had no motive 
power of her own, and was conveyed by a sober 
and laborious tug) the lungs of the air inhaled and 
exhaled a few times, and a thin breeze reached the 
flag, which unfurled joyously, and shot straight out 
against a sky of burning blue. One of the deck- 
hands said to another: 

** There's a-goin' to be an air." 

The wail of a baby somewhere who was still 
strong enough to cry, stopped; and another who 
had been too weak either to cry or to wail, stirred 
and moaned once or twice. The salt of the sea 
struck the panting passengers, and, as the Hospital- 
boat made out into the harbor, the flag, which had 
furled and unfurled a dozen times at the command 
of a breeze fickle because feeble, began to stream 
out steadily. A gentle wind awoke, and seemed 
disinclined to drowse again. The day promised to 
be alive and alight and trustworthy — the chosen 
of the season for the little Red Cross passengers. 

Upon the uj^jpcr deck, where the convalescent or 
the lighter cases were given their limit of space and 
liberty, a nurse with a sleeping baby on her lap sat 
something apart from the rest, her happy eyes 
moving from the beautiful panorama of the south 
shore to the child upon her knee. Although she 
wore the uniform of the hospital, she seemed some- 
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how t(» have adaptcil it, and made it personal; in 
ihr s:imc way she scemc*<l t<> have aduptc«l the 
nature of the nursing sl:ifT, which she assumed 
j^ently and humbly, scvkin^ nither V* compel her- 
self to it, than in rwrall her distinction fn>m il. 
Ni»t a duaf-niute si^jn of her suggested to the 
tlaui^hlers (»f the i)n)vinci*s or the trained scdf-ivs- 
jH'cliiiiL: (\'Uie girls that she had not dru^Tied her 
dimn'Mivs fmni themselves, in her deep dedicatii ifi 
to llu- eallinj^ whos*.* womanly and merciful ideals 
unilt'l ihrni all. Yet there was not a nurse on 
li. i.irl whi> did n'>t fetl that a dilTerencx* existed. 

'flu* class ilisiinetions which the American in- 
sliiirt iratnpl«.s. nvL-ive, after all, a suqirising 
ain»'.mi i .|" roe* ►gniti« in fnim the vcr\' impulse 
whiili Uiiul'l i'^U'Te tluin if it e»»uld. "She is a 
lailv.** \M' •»tiiii luar frMin ri'luetant lijw whose 
^•'li.il ».rt.r.l ilriiii's that there an* any. "She is a 
lilv." ihf l'l«>atiTij: ll»>spital Siiid of Hnnoria Tr\-de. 

Thf infant • ai luT lap was a little, weasened 
tliiM;:. M'.mtly a yrar Si't adri't ui»<»n a life so 
»!« tiT.^irlv !i«rid' H»nu'd ]tv its here«litv that the 
h'':i t s.ul i'f ihf «-«lueate<l nurse s;iitl to her: 
"W'.'.I i!-.«' iliiM iliank n:r fnr s.iving il?" Partly 
t ■ n'.i. \r luTstli" fr-'in llu- iliso-mfort <»f this em- 
1 '..::■ .-i:.;.: • j-j-n! ;■ -n, Mis^ Trydc tix»k an ofK^ned 
I- ..! .;»• ir -n il.r j-Kkfl fi lur gingham dn*ss. 
..:. i VI T:.i- !::. \,- . : i:.. i;':i»t linur wliilc her little 

• 

; .»■•■ :\* 't :t. r. p- . ! :' .■ .iln liv familiar juges i»f 
t* - lif-r Tv:-. .il'.*. \\/\ u Was a m.in's letter, 
v\.»> u 't .iiTi. 1»m:. ;■.' '1. w was written bv a man 
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ill and unoccupied. Certain portions of the letter 
especially held the attention of the nurse: 

"Tessa is uncommonly well. The new assistant pro- 
fessor, I think, has made the vacation endurable to her; 
although she talks a great deal about York, and plainly 
finds it hard, poor child, to miss her accustomed sununer- 
ing. I have urged her to make some arrangement by 
which she can leave me, and take her usual trip. 

"Of course, this new man will take my chair if the 
event proves that I cannot hold it — I tmderstand that 
perfectly; he is here upon the transparent pretext of re* 
ducing my labors, when, and if, I resume them. His 
name is Yewserk — a Routledge fellow, one of my boys; 
he graduated in my first class; he has been doing time in 
a Western imiversity. I have not yet overcome the in- 
stinct to put class-room contmdrums to him: *Who was 
the Father of English poetry?* or, * Who wrote the Sonnet 
on the Sonnets?' or, for a change, *I am obliged to ob- 
serve, sir, that you are cutting prayers too often.' Yew- 
serk studies at the library; he fits himself for the depart- 
ment. Incidentally, he is musical, and runs in to play the 
piano for Tessa. Yes, sometimes it is rather late. I don't 
deny that. But I don't know that admitting it helps the 
matter. Does it help to admit things, do you think ? I 
find myself speculating in that direction this stmmier. 
How far is expression of feeling, tmder adverse conditions, 
useful, desirable, admissible, or creditable? If neither of 
these quadriga and respectable adjectives fits the in- 
stance, then the deaf-mute vocabulary — ^but no; it is not 
left. All subtle and sensitive natures perceive — I recall 
that; I may be sensitive, but I am not subtle. Let us 
say, all sincere people see that one is as responsible to 
•God and the Flag' of one's soul for the lifting of an eye- 
lid, as for the recitation of a creed. It strikes me that 
there may be a good deal of something approaching 
actual dishonor in the play of a feature, or the intonation 
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of a voice, or — well. I am a blunt fellow, you know; I 
m-viT ttHik tr> the social diplomacies. I own they are 
<listastrful to me. If ever I f^o wrunj? it will be in some 
bi>:. bIundt-^in)^^ downright fashion; I shouldn't squirm 
and I'lay with f:icls — I should out with them, and take 
the <'iins«'rjurnres. 

"WiJiiicfi esjK'cially — «litn*t you think so? hitlc behind 
iiiystcri'iu^ly transparent trillfs — a vril of j^auze. a lace 
f.m. littli" pn'trncfs, m»»ral om fusions that decei\*e thrm- 
silvis in-iH' than they do s|Mvtators. But when I say 
*\viiMnn' I n-nifnilxT that y»iu an* one. 

" V'Mi ask. iif ^ours(^ hi>w I am. and I am ct)m|)e]le<l to 
p'plv th.it I am n<it anv better, thank Vt>u. I dun't wear 
V. ils. I ilun't us«' fans. If I tried to decei\"e you, you 
wniiM ni»L Ik- <li-i-civiMi. 

"It strikes inr ih.it I am not as writ as when vou left. 
It is viTV h>»t. I dtin't sl('4]>. Mrander has stoixl by me 
likr ,1 111 r. » ««r a l-ivi-r (are l!u*s«» twain one?) all thi» vaca- 
ti'.n: hi- h.is Urn iKiupyinj; the httle mom off the hall. 
and dun.' what )i«- i an. I iMii walk a few steps farther — 
Ini! I d'n't s!«rp. The housi* is n^t as (|uii-t ;is when yiHi 
\\>ii \\\ \\. lint V'iU tan ittrni y.mr dwn pnifessional ci|iin- 
I-.': A'l ri V'ln '.:i't hi»nii' I snpjNist* in jKunt of f.ict I miss 
tij.- :.ir .!!» ' th.it I havr h.iil. It sp<iilrd me, I haw n«»t 
1m »M -;..i!.d vt rv innih sinee my ineomparable sistiT 
I.i'p n .' i » » *.ii np nu'.hls for ine. «ir s«*l niv s!ip|H*rs tocmii; 
.,!;•,.■ .-i th«' ri 'istiT wht n- I couM tint! ihrin in the ilark. 
It ': I i ".irii- I- 1 I Ml I ThiH' was a luinbliT lil milk. 

t»-» ■ •''!•■ diriin ' r-.-rn I. d»li- -and ifnUi^hnuls. In sht*rt. 
1 d '\'\ - 1 Ml t-» h.ivi" t!ir iiirri* i»f rh.ir.ietcr t*i resist 

.■:: V I'lt 1 j.r .ii .si itliI diVuli'in and nicxhaustible |irr- 
• r.l L^'iiItii ■■ M( In vi- th.it I rstiriuitr and appret*iat<* 

th.i! I .i!n n-it tni::r.iiihtl n^r is my 

V I- ri '■•;r h "ir- h ■'! is ihi- .'HMtesl ri»m- 
• • 1- 1 SMr s;-ik.s \A ii •■!trn. and of 
'. '•.! \\\\\\ 'U* '. iinr • 1 Ml I.! rial and alTiv- 
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tionate feeling which, you know, she is not in the habit 
of indicating freely towards any person. 

" I have thought more or less about the suggestion that 
you made to me that evening when Tessa was somewhere, 
and Trip was asleep, and the place quiet enough to talk in ; 
the evening, I mean, when you arranged for Brander and 
Carl Taker to help me in later than usual, so that I could 
try the experiment of sitting out on the piazza till the 
abandoned hour of nine o'clock. 

"I think you are right that a crippled man who may 
not be able to conduct a severe and active profession, 
might still be able to compile or even to create a book; 
say, by inch pieces; or at the pace of that kind of cater- 
pillar (I wasn't an honor man in natural science) which 
htmips itself, and crawls by the span of its head and tail, 
apparently wasting the whole motive power of its body. 
But I don't agree with you about the text-book. I can- 
not think of meddling with my lectures as long as I have 
one chance left in fifty of getting back to my class-room. 
I meant what I said — I shall go there in October, dead or 
living. The idea which has got hold of me is of quite a 
different order. I enclose two or three samples of it. I 
am undecided whether to call it *The Book of Pain,' or 
*The Book of the Friends.' I have been a brutal heathen 
through this whole inferno — rebel to the experience from 
Routledge River to the Styx ; I don't for a moment profess 
to have developed either Christian grace or pagan philos- 
ophy out of it. I have developed nothing but the power 
of fight. That doctor of yours came again the other day 
(he commands my confidence, by the way. He is what 
Goethe called * A Nature*), and he told me that my mili- 
tant disposition was the best hope I had — I think he said 
the only one. Therefore I admit that I am the last per- 
son to be prating about the polite acceptance of pain and 
its value to the human character, or the suffering world. 
Nevertheless, I have got so far as to see that some other 
man, more amenable than I am, more patient, more de- 
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vout. more divilo to the spiritual a;:encics — perhaps 
fcll<»\v who never hacl y;one in fur athletics, who couldn't 
row. nor ride, nor ^olf, nor sail, nor break himself to chi}>s 
on a .i:a*;olene machine — such a fellow. I can see, might 
find out some day. when thin>;s had pine partictilarly wvU 
— sup]>o(k\ when he had slept a px»d six or seven houn 
the ni'^'ht beff^re— that amonj; his friends. amonK his best 
friends, wc will s;iy, he had quite unconsciously to him- 
s«.'lf U'lLiun to count the anj'el Fain. 

■• Trssii has finally carried her |>»int .'ibout the telephone. 
I drrad the racket, and there are si>me «»thrr reasons why 
I li.ivi* held out av^ainst it si> Ion;: — but I have succumbed. 
It wrnt in the ilay Nl«»re yestenlay; as far from me as 
]i(issihN-. iu thi' siilr hall by the fiiazsa il«Mir. At this par- 
ticular iTioMit-nt >.hr is test in i» the wire^ by invitinj; Yew- 
sirk ti» supiMT. Our asjHVt <»l the tclephi>ne situation 
we all Mv«'rli"'lvr'! -Trip. Yesterday he calle*! up the 
pri'sidrTit «•! Uiiutlfdv:*' in ivrstm, and ilemaniU*il to he 
t"ll wbt thiT. N-iic: thi- siiij i»f a profes««« T. he couldn't 
ski'i .«♦"! ruttT i"lli*:.:i- si'ninr year. This altenvntn he 
r.i'! • i:-» thr iuit.iphvNh.il chair an«i n*«|uesie<l tlir com- 
pc.v « ! t! ^ ti»\ t, rriiT !■• luuch in the v:o-rash with PhiUvs. 
i'^"' ^' nil. phil'is triiuil! I'hilos is the ^rleam in my 
d.i''.v« Ns. T'..- is tin- ithf iK'u was flr.iwn thr<iui;h thr word) 
u- : ■ iJ ..>'!i' (■.:i!{"ii .it luy iricari*eratri! life. Trip is 
:•!• ••■ tV.-'U.'hriul Mt !!'.i- til. in he us«-il to lie. you know 
t^i.t*'-- V i'lr '!-':ii/ I ku'»\v it. if vnu il-m't. 

M- • "! t^i'- !»• •■* s li.ivr -.•'ifiJ'. Ill iiiursc*. and Routlr«lv!r 
:>. .1 < '■ ".••.•' l.i'i'i f. \\'.*]\ \)u' » .lU'lli" .lut -An electric bulb 
•A*'' •'• I ':r'i ;i' !'.:::.« I ••'! S*!i!!ii ^l I h.ive n««l s«i*n. 
.1' ! ! !■ 1 • • ':;■:■■■>*' '^.k* hi- li.i I U iri h- re. Trip nien- 
tv •■• ! •■ ■ Vi • '.:'\'\ :. '•' \rv' m^- « ? ihr iiii I'ssity of rat- 
it:.- : ■ • I' I**. '■.•• • 'v ^}\.il M.irrv wi-nt s:iiltnf* in 

a « I' - !.i'. . i:-- ■■'.'•.• -.i^'r:.- \M»h Mummi-r. Thr 

I * ■' ! .•!■•■. ••'.'• . :t :• '• r- i \h.\l lh»v di lu'l 'Ci*!*- 

l »: ! *}.' \ t\'T *»"j»si/r' at any time? 
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Nobody told me so. I confess the little fellow's talk has 
troubled me. A good many things trouble me since you 
went away. Trip tells a queer story — serious, if true. 
But I have not questioned Tessa. I don't feel that I 
have the strength to waste if I am to get to work in 
October. Tessa does not talk much this summer — I 
mean, to me. I think she has something on her mind. 
She spends a good deal of time with Trip. You know 
how charming she looks when she is all mother. 

"One thing I cannot coax nor compel within the gra^ 
of my imagination. I am supposed by my friends to 
have something resembling one, and it has received, per- 
haps, a fair amotmt of education. But I cannot imagine 
you in a sailor hat. 

"Your grateful patient, and afiEectionate step-brother- 
in-law, Myrton Pbrris." 

Within the letter was an enclosure containing 
three or four disconnected paragraphs, which Ho- 
noria re -read thoughtfully several times. These 
were written in pencil and marked, ** Extracts from 
an Unwritten Book." 

"S)mipathy is the second luxury which the sick must 
learn to do without. The first is ease. 

*'The sick and the well do not understand each other. 
It is demanding a psychological miracle to expect it. 

"The well are not happy unless, as a French writer 
said of the younj^, * they are enjoying pleasure.' The sick, 
like the old, are happy when they are free from pain. 

"When the walls of the tortiue chamber narrow and 
approach each other by daily sts^es, thank God, if there 
is any God left in your philosophy, that this sinister move- 
ment is imperceptible. 

" I find more j)leasure now in a perfectly quiet midnight 
than I used to find in a gallop across country. I take 
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more de1i|;ht in one hour's sleep than I used to take in 
*Tho Ode to Immortality.' I inhale silence as other 
IKM)i>Ie inhale air. I drink sleep as another man does 
champa^^e. Who has reduced to its tenns the rela- 
tivity of human sufTerinj;? Whoever does will discover 
the sfcfft of human endurance." 

The baby on the nurse's lap woke suddenly and 
bc<^aii to lau};h. Its wasted little hands darted 
out to clap and slap the soft cheek bent above it 
-but, missing the aim, snatched at the paper in 
tlu* nurse's finjjors. and for no particular reason 
apparent to the adult mind, dropped it contemptu- 
*>usly. Miss Trydo starte<l, but the child on her 
lap imiK'diNl luT. and the now agile wind was 
(juickiT than she. While she sat disconsolately 
wati hinij the lost fnijjment of her letter flutter and 
lly t«»\v;irils the rail, she ixTceiveil the figure of a 
t:ill ni;in sl.mtin^ between hersi'lf and it. His long, 
wtH in »iiii iin-il tinijers elinehtMl with the wind, and 
hr t. 'ii'hl f«»r the jKiiHT as if it had Ixvn s«>mcthing 
pn-i. 'U^ It eluded him like a c<»nscious thing, 
I".'- inti the brij^ht air and fell. 

• 1 .iTii sirrv," he said, lifting; his hat. "but it 
h i^ 1« it.-n in«' It is huuheon ft»r the fishes now. 
1 \v»'. \i • it V'»u «l'»n'l tiei'tl yours? You KK»k a lit- 
ll«' t -.y.-A 

'\ 'I si.irtl..! me. IVi-si'lent IlildrethV crieil 
Mi .Tr. I.- 

S:.' I'M li' r l-.iTi-l ..nl l-.-.irtilv above the nt-st- 
li- . I'l'v. ll;«' 1. ttif ir-.iTi RiMitlitl^e lay in 
In T l.:». .ml it. t--'. I . ■/ in I" stir in the mis- 
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chief of the wind, which seemed to put a paw 
upon it. 

** You can save this for me, anyhow. It is from 
the professor — the first I've had. I didn't know 
he could write letters. So few men can. . . . How 
long have you been aboard?** 

**0h, I swam up a few minutes ago from the 
northward," replied the president, taking a camp- 
stool beside the nurse. He had never seen Miss 
Tryde at all out of ease before, and for a moment 
the submerged mischief in his well-regulated na- 
ture played in his gray eyes. Immediately it 
yielded to the perfect manner which is possible 
only to natural kindness of heart. 

" If you can't pardon me," he said, gently, "you 
might put me in irons as a stowaway. I suppose 
your authority here is autocratic ? Although I got 
on at the pier in the regular way with the other 
infants, I must admit that I have deliberately and 
with malice intent refrained up to this moment 
from revealing my presence on this boat." 

"Why?" asked Honoria, in her direct way. 

" Because," he replied, ** I wished to watch you." 

Not in the least disconcerted, Miss Tryde laughed. 

"But, again, why?" 

" I wished to see how much you care — really 
care — for this kind of thing. You do, don't you?" 

Honoria glanced at the child on her lap. The 
strange changes of hue that warred within her 
pupils, and that led one to say, **I do not know 
the color of her eyes," blended to a velvet dark- 
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ness in which she imprisoned an emotion that it 
aiJi)o:irc«l she did not choose to release. HiUreth 
s:i\v this; he often saw it when he was with her; 
he uiidi-rsUxKl that she disUinced him without even 
knowiu)^ that she did s«j; ha«l she lx*en conscious of 
it hr W" mid have felt it less. 

"Tiie hahe ltK)ks happy," he s:iid. The formal. 
ol(^fa^hiontMl wDrd Immght the s\N'ift smile to the 
lijjs «»!* iIk- nurse. 

**()li, why ihnt you say bahy?" 

**Are vou foml nf ehililren?" demanded the 
presiiUnt, i)ertinaeii)usly. 

*'Nt.t parlieularly.*' replied Miss Tr\-de. "I 
niran iMt in the way S(»me women are — " 

'■\Vh'» w»»ulil never leave a h«)tel pi;izza to dc» 
liiis wi»maiily tiling; yt>u are clnin)*!" intemipteil 
1 lil Irrili. ijuiikly. 

'INiiiiiliS ni'l," replied Honoria. "That is why 
1 ,iiii l:rrr- S^c! Isn't this a poor little waif .^" 

' r • Miy uTiprejiuliied eye it looks like a mon- 
k. ..".l.Mnf.l llildreth. ••Hutyou— " Ile^azed 
i!' 1.: « r.itily at her S'»lier uniform— the stri{xxl 
'/i:..-:. iTii lirr^s; the l'»n.i:, full, 1«h>si» ajimn hanf^ng 
tp.TTi ^lii.uMi-r Vi luin; the soveri*, m^mnish Kiilor 
h i\. •■! !..ii k :i littli* . "ii luT h.iir; the sleeves, as the 
li "^jiiil nilf N nii'iire'l, n>lleil ti> the elN>w on her 
h *.ii ii.-. i.ii.Tn- 1 arms It a.<;tonisluHl him that she 
« :'. 1 l-"k .;s ^'11' .lil ill what, to his sujHTSi'nsilive 
{.:*'■. \\..s .1 ]'ir;.. -stin'Ms oistunie for this girl 
S:.i • .vv\'' i It lik»- .1 l-raiiiiiul «jui-en in tlis^^uise. 

'['.*' » !.:! ! I.e. '.Ill t.» :i.t a little, and the nurse 





rose and walked a few paces about the deck till it 
laughed again. Unconsciously, it seemed, she 
lifted her head and glanced at the Red Cross flag 
now snapping in the strong southerly breeze above 
her. The eyes of the college president followed 
her movements seriously. It was as if he tried to 
subdue from his face a certain radical perplexity 
which persisted there. 

An Italian boy musician, who had been admitted 
to the ship for the entertainment of its patients 
and passengers, moved up at that moment with 
his violin and began to play within a few feet of 
Miss Tryde. A negro child, between two and 
three years old, had followed the boy, and at the 
first call of the violin, seated itself on the deck at 
his feet. All the serious passion of the African 
race for music, bom of a sad, emotional ancestry, 
and nourished by a harsh infancy, burned in the 
little negro's eyes. The Italian, in ragged shoes 
and brilliantly figiu'ed shirt pushing from his poor 
coat, was as serious as the negro ; his lips were firm- 
ly shut; his eyes, set far apart, were stem. He 
played like an artist on whose expression the 
whole world hung — absorbed, submerged. The 
quick eye of the president appropriated this scene. 

" What a picture!'* he said, in a low voice. " Con- 
sidered aesthetically — " 

"But I do not consider it aesthetically," inter- 
rupted Honoria. **I mean, I don't think of that 
first. I can't." 

" No, I see that you don't, or cannot. Your 
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fxnnt nf view is difTcrcnt from mine. I admit that 
it may be nobler.** 

The b<^y musician, who had been playing rag- 
time. retiine<I his violin and with sober, discord- 
ant serapings, struck up, 

*' I (lixamt that I dwelt in marble halls.** 

**!)•» you never 7i\ifit a wider horizon?" asked 
ilil'ln ih. " Do you not miss your natural atmos- 
j)h<n's? Tnivel. rest, foreign scx»ner\\ select s<>- 
c it ty. tlio (leli;^hts of what, in the Ixjtter sense of 
il.r worl, Olio calls high life? Would you not care 
f' *r these' Ihinj^s*"'* 

"It I ha«l time." returned Ilonoria. ** You see, 
I h.ivr n«»l." 

" \< n I are f'»r this more; as I said, you really d€>.** 

"I ran- for the sick," explaine<l Ilonoria, ** I 
(tTHi't lu.ir to si'o i)e<^ple sutler. You know, 
Pn -I !« It llil'ireth, it is my ])rofession not ti> bear 
it v.itl. ''It <!oin;^ S'»mething — without tr>4ng to do 
s- -T'l. ••::!/ t- » lu-1]) it 

* II . it :ir\«T «K(iirre<l to you." aske«l the presi- 
' •^t. t':;it you mi;.4ht have mistiiken yoiu" pn>- 



< 'i ? 



t. .« .. '•• 



' / /'• m:! iluit I A'cdt in marble lulls,** crieil the 

^ 1 , ' • 1 1 

II I ri t si -.1 still iij^'in the divk with the Iviby 
in !• T rr^v S!n- u.is not locking at the chiM ; 
!• ♦• . v v.t-Tii >*M\\.trl. out l^'vond the harlx»r 
I'.l.t- '\]:r I 'it w.i , IV .\v at ln-r anch<»ra^e. where 
*';.• .'. ''il I ii iM.iiii t-'f thi- day. Her tug was stond- 
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ing by conscientiously. A beautiful yacht blazed 
by — white, and a racer. She veered to avoid the 
Hospital-boat, and flung along in the shining south- 
erly, careening far on one side. 

"Tell me," insisted Hildreth, "is there nothing 
in you that responds to that? Would you go on 
forever — in a hulk Hke this — towed by a harbor 
tug ? — Did you ever spend a winter on the Mediter- 
ranean?" . 

A smouldering ember flared in Honoria's placid 
eyes. 

" I used to love yachting," she admitted. Then, 
in her professional tone, "President Hildreth, I 
must excuse myself now ; it is time for the sterilized 
milk." 

The baby in her arms had begim to cry loudly. 
This disturbed the boy musician. The violin 
dropped from his chin, and he walked away. The 
little African toddled after him. Unexpectedly to 
Hildreth, Miss Tryde resumed her seat for a mo- 
ment. She lifted the child to her neck, exquisitely 
stroking and soothing it with the instinctive ma- 
ternity to which she gave the name of professional 
enthusiasm; she did this till it stopped crying. 
Hildreth took the camp-stool beside her. 

"There is something I wish to ask you," she be- 
gan, not without embarrassment. "It is not easy 
to say, and so I will say it in the quickest way. Is 
there any reason behind everything else — any rea- 
son he has not been told — why the trustees were 
not ready to wait a longer time, any reasonable 
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lime, for the professor to get well? Everybody 
knows th:it they cannot fill his chair as he has 
fillcl it/* 

The president of Routle<i{;e looked straight at 
the nurse. After a moment's hesitation, he un- 
it K*keil his ^uanUnl face. 

** 1 cannot deny, Miss Tryde, that the matter of 
I'roftssor Ferris's resignation was unfortunately 
e»iinpheated." 

"I was afraid S4).** si>{hed Honoria. "But I 
must ask one other (itiestion." 

" Panlon me." interruptcil the president, grave- 
Iv, *':ire v«)U sure it is hest?** 

"1 think I am sure it is best," Honoria firmly 
answiTrd. "I wish in know whether my sister — " 
slie st«»p{)e«l. 

*" i .iMi Sorry to be obliged to say," returned Ilil- 
dn*tli. " that the wife of our friend has not for some 
liim- ninf'»reetl his professional career at Ri>utlcilge. 
It i^ I'cnerallv felt that her inthience with the stu- 
drills is n«»l " He, ttn). pauseil. The moment 
w.is l.iviiniti^ intolrrable. 

■ ( )i fiurse." he pleade<l, "the academic stand- 
ill ! , .in- ni»t lln'se « »f ihi- world. They might easily 
I I- i -.rp*. Aiiv littK* ile\iation is mt»n' o>nspic- 
ii'Mi, !• -^ liki-Iv lt» be uniierst4NKl. Mrs. Fcrris's 
i:i.t.i::ir is cxi rptional. She is not at all a type. 
I\ii 'illv l.ilii-^. as a vlass. are of ijuite a ditTertnit 
i»i.!. : . in !ait. I r.f.tr knew a casi' like hers.'* 

Mv Mst«r iLi-i Iti'U aei-uslome«l to gayer sticial 
ciKiis. lii«r, \i\ tail," nitii'iHisexl Iltinoria, luy;illy. 
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"Forgive me," he begged, "and remember that 
you insisted on the truth." 

" I thank you for it," said Honoria, "and I shall 
remember that I insisted." 

She rose, with the baby cooing in her neck, and 
carried it away. The violin at the other end of 
the deck suddenly cried out, 

"Would I were with thee every day and hourl" 

The little African crawled at the feet of the boy 
musician and worshipped. Something not unlike 
this crude, if cruel human emotion, moved the cul- 
tivated coimtenance of Hildreth, who stood watch* 
ing the retiring figure of the nuree. At that mo- 
ment the baby gurgled and squared off at the sailor 
hat, which fell, dragged and poimded by two happy 
little fists, from Honoria's fine head. 
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HE c<»smos stood in the September 
cvcninfi:; thou};h Ull, it was imma- 
tun\ like a grriwing girl, nr an un- 
cnnscious feeling. Its long plumes, 
<lclicatelv feathered, trembled in one 
<»f the winds which go down with 
sunset .'ind omie u]) after. It was the autumn 
0'snv»s, thiTt'f<»re n^t yet in blossom; the buds 
Win- ri]H'iiin^ sli»\vly. 

'Iht rr had l»trn rain in the afternoon, and the 
iiu.ih'l |»p»foss<»r had |K'rf««rce e«»me in fn»m the 
pia/./a at an early ln»ur. No |)ersfin harl Invn in 
n.nh t«» hrlp him hark; his wife was out for the 
t\(imi;:. and hv was silting forlornly in the stout 
(.1 . (hair, aloiu', auil in the dusk. It was a warm 
iii.'lit. dtspiii- ihf nstli'ss wintl; he would luive 
I'lt !) •;! |.) t'» ;:it «'Ut into till* air again. !>ut Tessii 
|i.' ! ii'it tl'.tMi'lit Mf him. and Hrander was o(T duty 
\' T ll.f \M I k. at h'-nii-. Trip was aslref); the ser\ants 
an..'.!:-rr • -r ii'iuhm*. and ihi* house* anil gmunds 
wcp- -till S'» was thr stnil. «»n which the vaea- 
ii '11 •I'liit l«r.M..!r.l As I'.r hail written Ihmitria. 
h»- -.I* "' inh.iliri.; sili-nrt* " 

N '.v and thru a f«"t>t»p hruis*-*! the h«»t. con- 
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Crete walk ; once or twice wheels set the dust of the 
road awhirl ; these sounds were so occasional and so 
drowsy that they scarcely arrested his attention, and 
he was somewhat startled when the branches of the 
cosmos parted slowly and two hands held them back. 

It was the disadvantage of the grown cosmos 
that it had quite curtained his window, and so 
deprived him of his limited outlook, but at sun- 
down this objectionable circumstance was reduced 
to its least importance. There had been one of the 
vivid simsets that follow a storm. A band of cool 
chrome still held so low in the sky that the cosmos 
feathers were traced tossing against it. On their 
exquisite outlines his haggard eyes fed with the 
submissive appetite of those who have few pleas- 
ures, and who have learned to make the most of 
what they have. 

Between the dividing cosmos, in the delicate de- 
sign of that green frame, a woman's face and figtu^ 
added themselves to the woman's hands. Her 
smile seemed to float in advance of her, and to 
enter the room which she could not. He had never 
seen her smile so happily. The color raced over 
his pale, astonished face. 

" YouP* he gasped. 

"I thought I should find you on the piazza. 
Aren't you able? Has anything gone wrong? 
Are you worse? Is nobody looking out for you?" 

These questions poured pell-mell from the curv- 
ing lips on which her always leaping, never-tiring 
compassion had already quenched the smile. 
'3 i8s 
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"There didn't happen to be anybody on hand,** 
he confessed. He s:it bent forward, looking at her; 
he seemed, in the dusk, to he — as she had thought 
when she Siiw him first — all eyes and beard. His 
face w:is struck out only in its values like an im- 
pn*ssi<»nist sketch. In the deepening twilight it 
hlurrecl and miule as if it would disappear. 

"Wait!" she crie<l; as if he could do anything 
else. '* I will come around." 

The cosmos stalks swung and reunited. The 
sky was now cjuile dull, and where she had stood a 
s«»ti «larkness, whether green or purple, gray or 
Maik. «>r all in one, swept through. He heard her 
run lij^'hlly over the j)iazza. The front door le- 
sjHinlc'l snftly to Ikt traineil an<l thoughtful touch: 
her sit'p fell on the two long halls like the velvet 
sh"vs «»f a ilancer— she hurrietl so. She melted 
iiit'* xhr study. . . . Oh. the quiet t^i her, the 
<|".ii't ! 

1' h.id lu»en t'»*» wann t"« ^r lamps, and on his 
st •: ;\ t.ilile there was •>iily an Mn^'lish night<anille 
>. 1 n I yl .l»e of ms*-; it ^'ave a sm:ill. unn^al gleam, 
;t!. 1 -. '.ri I Iv re;uh«Ml her. As he had seen her first, 
H"*. ri I )>\'"^\ ii'^'.iinst tlu» l«»nvr. thick curt:iin that 
-!.:• i.ii!i « It tr'-rn tl.e lite of the well Wf»rld. She 
'^ ■■ ■ ! i'. l:.«' in.!ft«T:ninate li^'hl. half glrmm, half 
Aw . .i-. \, i\i". .IS It \\.:n tV.e first lime, she s^vmol 
I • h< ■.•.•,..?'■ .1':! ? . l.r v.. .TP.rthini: timid aNiut her 
I.I •'/ •• • 

Til* :■. ■«!.■■ > i-A !:.,.! hi- Im-I ris*'n in his ivii:;!ul 
V. .> .iiid st-HKl li. .jli::- ^^\\\ l»i>ih hands. She tt^-k 
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them in her strong, soft grasp, and dropped them 
slowly. 

"Sit down," she commanded. He obeyed her 
without a word. 

"I see you are using the English night-lights." 
She spoke in a matter-of-fact tone. 

"They have been the greatest comfort to me. 
I don't know how I got on before you sent them. 
They bum all night — ^no smoke, no gas, no flare — 
just steady, friendly company. And that pink 
globe — it rests me to look at it. You remembered 
how I care for color, didn't you?" 

"Will it trouble you if I bring it in?" 

Not waiting for his answer, she took the little 
rose-pink light and set it down upon his bookcase 
beside him. Without appearing to do so, she had 
given herself opportunity to see his face plainly. 
A low, shocked exclamation struggled to her lips, 
but she bit it off between her set teeth. Before it 
was necessary for her to speak, Philos barked in, 
but instantly flung himself upon her with ecstatic 
cries and whines; she was thankful for the inter- 
ruption, and utilized it in regaining her composure 
and that of her patient. 

** Go and have some supper," he said, immediately. 
** You have been travelling all day. You must be 
tired. I will ring for Ann. Tessa is out somewhere." 

** Ann is sitting on the stone-wall with the presi- 
dent's man. I will look her up. She should not 
have been out of your reach. Do you mind if I 
take my supper here?" 
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"Do I fftindr 

IVrris swept the magazines and papers from his 
t;)l)lo, and in the soft light of the solitary candle sat 
with shining eyes. In a few minutes Ann came in 
with the tray, and Honoria followed soon. She 
ate sensibly, like a healthy, hungry woman, and at 
first she did not talk. The professor observed her 
closi'ly. 

** Yt>u are pretty well tanned," he said, as care- 
lessly as he could. He was conscious that he had 
gn'L'to<l her with the tremulous eagerness which a 
small, unexixxrted pleiisure arouses in the sick; 
and this — no, this pleasure was not small; it had 
scvmi^l, for the moment, too large for his strength. 

" And you are i)rctty well thinnetl," she observed 
slowly. ** Haven't slept much, have you?" 

*' Ni it WTV much. The nights have been hot — 
and noisy." 

"Oh. we will change all that. I shall see to 
«'Vt ryihin^'. I shall UK)k after you. now I am 
111 'inf. Ynii must Ixr Ixtter — you shall Ix'." 

*' Thin- isn't much nuirgin left lx.*fore term-time," 
ri'i'litd the profess«)r, mournfully. 

"V"U liave no flowers," oliserve*! Honoria. 
"HiViirt v«»u had any since I left?" 

w 

*' Vi s -the rosis ynu sent those two times. And 
nntT'..!» 1- has eonlrilniti"tl iNUiquets — i)hlox and ge- 
rai.i'iiii ., <«»mi' jK-^mii's, t«»«». and dahlias. And one 
il.iv T':]' l»!'»iij:ht me a fistful «»f autunm dande- 

h-.r. •• 

11 Ti'iria pushi d aw.tv. and thi»n timk away the 
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tray. When she came back she went to the win- 
dow, leaned out into the warm night, and broke 
a few sprays of the cosmos. He watched her while 
she filled his vase. 

**They are only buds," she said. "They don't 
mean much. But they will do for to-night. I 
can't bear to see an empty vase in a sick-room. 
To-morrow Trip and Philos and I will explore the 
garden." 

" It does not seem as if — " The professor check- 
ed himself. He foimd that he had begim to say, 
" It doesn't seem as if I needed flowers now.** In- 
stead, he sat looking at her peacefully. Every 
nerve of him rested in her presence. She seemed 
to him the essence, the embodiment of the heaUng 
ministry. He felt that only an imprisoned man 
could imderstand Honoria ; no one else would know 
what she was ; no one else could estimate her. He 
determined not to let her know what he had suf- 
fered since she had been away ; he would not draw 
on the fimded wealth of her lavish, her wonderful 
sympathy. She was more spendthrift of it than 
any person he had ever known. 

" You have your composite look," he said, lightly. 
"Did the slum babies appreciate it?" 

" Poor little wretches! I have brought you some 
pictures of them. See! Here are some of the 
nurses, too." 

"You among them?" 

"Unfortunately." 

"In a sailor hat?" 
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"Alas, yes! But nobody else minded. The 
others liked it — all except you and me." 

She uttered the words carelessly enough, but 
when they were spoken her manner changed at 
once; she began to ask him professional questions. 
In the soft penumbra of the rose candle, in the still 
rrK)m. in their sep;irateness from conmion life, its 
pleasures and its ix^rils. nurse and patient chatted 
quietly alxDut symptoms and exercise and treat- 
ment. 

** First and most. I want to know how you have 
slept — all alviut it/* she demantletl. "That is the 
imiH)riant thing. All the rest will come right — is 
coming right. I c;m handle everything else so as 
to help y(ju; I am sure of it. I am not going away 
again; not at jm'Sc'nt, I mean. I can see that I 
ni;nlt» a mistake; I ought not t') have ser\'cd on the 
n'K-.ii;il-l>i>at this summer. I will try to make up. 
... I will, indeetl! I ought not to have left you at 
all. just now. You will forgive me — won't you?" 

" If you ]>ut such prei^^slenHiscjuostions I shall do 
SMiih- ]»ri;»<isterous thing. I didn't have two hours' 
slit'p List night. ... I liaven*t the nerve of a prize- 
(iglit* r. H'»w W'>uM you feel if I broke down?" 

** I --liaill ftil iliat it w;is my f.iult,** rctumeil 
lliTi .ri;i, i-)v.trilt'lv. *' Till me— il.i you drt*am? 
1).. V '1- 'Iri .mis '^wv yu distn ^s? Dh-.s the brain 
k- ' ;• s'liT' tt:;; • ■:! !'" 

' < »'::. I ..'.\\ :*. s ■!•• ..rn. .\n»! t!u y .ire never pleas- 
.:U'. "",f -. 1 ..'u !-vi::' t«» Itvlure. v a knMW, anti 
i;.' 1 v-N \s ':»'i >:.iy l'> hear nie. ( >r I climb the 
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college steps on my hands and knees because my 
back is broken, and the trustees stand at the top 
and lock the door. The students are having a rush 
on the campus. Half a mile away I hear the col- 
lege yell. Lately I have a respite from the college. 
I am always doing something in the line of athletics 
that I shall never do again, and the curious thing 
is that I know all the time I shall never do it again 
— and yet I do it. I took a cruise to Bar Harbor 
in a ninety-foot Herreschoff last week — ^no, a him- 
dred and twenty over all. Lrast night I rode my 
wheel to the profile and back. I walk long dis- 
tances — thirty miles or so; and I feel the wind on 
my face, and the blood beats in me. Sometimes 
it is golf, and I win the cup. Then it is that devil 
of a machine!*' 

"Does something always go wrong?" asked Ho- 
noria, in her low voice, packed with pity which she 
seemed determined should not escape. 

"Oh yes, always. In the crisis I always give 
out. The yacht goes into the breakers b«::ause I 
cannot hold the wheel. The bicycle ttuns imder 
me because my knees are weak. When I have 
walked a certain distance I tumble down. Then 
I hit a fellow with my driver and knock him flat 
because my arm is numb. The machine — oh, the 
machine dashes me to perdition four nights out of 
seven." 

"You have talked enough for to-night," said 
Honoria, gently. "I will send in Ann with your 
milk and the things you need. When you are 
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ready call me. I will sit in the study and read 
aloud to you. It is still very early. You may get 
a few minutes' nap while the house is so still. 
Ann shall watch for Tessa to tell her/* 

IVrris did not answer; he did not trust himself; 
the ti'ars of lonely and neglected suffering had 
startrd to his burning eyes; he was glad that Ho- 
noria could not see them; he hid them on the warm 
protection of one of the sixmiel's long, silk ears. 

llonoria came Ixick i)resently with a rcading- 
1am]) which she carefully shaded from him. She 
moved the pink candle to its accustomed place 
and silently arran^t^l his table for the night. 

'* ILiw I forgotten anything?'* she asked. 

' Ni)lhinK. You never ilid. Don't think I don't 
remtniKr tliat you have bei*n tni veiling! You 
ini;^ht Ti^t to Ik* doing this. I ought to forbid it." 

■ It" yuii can sleep even a few minutes," suggestcil 
IIoiii iri:i. 

" S -nu limes I think I would sell my soul for half 
an 1; 'Ill's sKvp!" cric^l Ferris. 

* Thi" I'rice is tin) large for the cxxasion," said 
Il'iv-ri.i. *'It is eheajvr ft^r me to sit here and 
rr.i 1 i'» y«»u till Tess;i eunies." 

Siir smili'd and l'H»k up a lw>k. Ferris was 
yr.iX' tul lliat .slie nctivid his outcry so lightly: if 
slh' !..i 1 l.iktn it as srri'iuslv :»s he hail uttered it, 
hr ill 1 :: t kii'iw wli.il mij^ht have hapix^cd; at 
th' 1' .1.1. !:•' W">uM li.ivr luiM-raMy regrettetl it, as 
A ni.i!\ ;d'A.iVS n-j^nls aii rxhibilinn oi weakness in 
t!u presence uf a w«>m.in wh'iin he reverences. 
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"You don't care what book?*' asked Honoria, 
comfortably. 

"Anything; it doesn't matter." 

"Did Brander never read to you?" 

"Oh, he tried. But it was really impossible — 
poor Brander. You know a man may go through 
our institutions of learning from kindergarten to 
the post-graduate and not know how to spell or 
read." 

"Yes, I know. You want something in long 
sentences — something a little ponderous, or even 
stately?" 

"Yes. Something that goes on a good while 
without punctuation." 

"Macaulay is too well written, I suppose? And 
De Quincey?" 

"I should be admiring or criticising the style." 

*'I thought so. Suppose we try a very old- 
fashioned novel — something of Scott's?" 

She chose The Antiquary, and began to read, the 
sensitive modulations of her voice subdued to 
gentle monotone. Within half an hour she per- 
ceived that the sick man was asleep. Honoria ex- 
tinguished her lamp and slid away to watch for her 
sister, to whom (when Tessa came home, escorted 
by the new professor) she related the circumstances 
at once. 

*'I thought, Teasie, dear, we might between us 
keep the house quiet — couldn't we? He needs it 
more than you can understand." 

Tessa flung two lace arms about Honoria 's neck. 
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**0h. whatever you say, Honor — I don't mind 
what — if you'll only stand by, and take care of 
him/* 

"I will stand by," said Ilonoria, soberly. "But 
you, Tcasic — so must you.** 

" I am sorry for Myrton — he*s a poor, old dear. 
But I detest sickness/* comiUained Tessa. "It 
wears uii me st> — vou have no idea. You can't 

m 

imaj^ine how it (lei)resses me." 

Iiit(^ the j::nive i)lay for the great stake which 
was before ihem. nurse and |Xitient now threw 
their unite<l forces. Ilnntiria tlunjj herself into the 
altcmjjt tM rt»j^ain the jxiints he had lost during her 
absence. She obsen-eil like a surgeon; she bnxxled 
like a mother. Xi>t an hnur of her waking day 
ovcrl )oked his smallest nee«l. His least chance of 
rcc'>\'erv was her thoughtful omx^rtunity. Her 
svni:Mi!'.v and devotion outnm his mf>st silent want. 
He \v;;>: lialf aware that she had a evrUiin profes- 
si'»r:.:l T ri'ie or ambilinn about his case. If the 
oi!;iT \\:-M *A his e« tDScioiisness electrically touched 
u])«':i i'.'T ]»er<'>::;il kiiidnr-^s. i!:e current ilitl not 
C'lTiTicv t. H-th \\\v mill A\v\ the W(»man were ab- 
S'»r^« 1 i:i tli«' N<Ti'tMs iin;»"rl.ince ^'f the crisis that 
w.is ..! li,::;'l. Ptrl'MVs S' •iiirlimes he woiidervil 
!:■■■,'. ::: :.v v.-mum :r.tr''i::f:-,tly nr.'iersl.iri! a nun's 
(■.iT' ' r -I ;is t • l«' -.i^c:'.'.! t ' him .ii the liecisive 
!n 'rri'-::' • ■! !.!•■. S'.it :.'*;:;.i r • tf i!:e tw«» h.nl the 
i^T'.i- 'T i!'.« '.!•'. !v'!i ! r .."v f'TTi itional waste out- 
»*i ic "I lh« T \' ■iii::i :: } .ittU- 
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Honoria fought like a general for his recovery; 
he obeyed her like a soldier. The term approached, 
the coUege opened, the day for the first lecture was 
set. Both had ceased to talk about the tremen- 
dous significance of the experiment. 

Honoria tried to explain it to Tessa; but Tessa 
said, '*0h, if it weren't this, it would be something 
else! I'll try to be good, Honor. I don't mean to 
be a little beast, you know. But it's always some- 
thing with sick people! If it isn't one emergency, 
it's another. There's always a crisis going on. . . . 
Why, yes! Certainly I will go in and sit with him 
a while, if you want me to. I'm very fond of 
Myrton. I wouldn't have you think I'm not sorry 
for my husband." 

Now, Tessa, as we have said, believed that she 
was bom to be happy, and her happiness took the 
form of an episode which, as the demons willed, 
occurred upon the evening before the lecture. Mrs. 
Ferris, in short, ** forgot." Sheffield and the new 
professor and a few people came in for an im- 
promptu musicale, and the piano rang through the 
house. To Honoria's distressed remonstrance and 
entreaty, Tessa, for once, was obdurate. 

** I forgot," she said; ** I tell you I forgot to-mor- 
row was the day. I don't know how I came to— 
that lecture has been hanging over this house like 
a thunder-cloud all the fall — but I did. Of course, 
I can't send them off, now they're here. Even 
vou must see that, Honor." 

" But think what depends on it, Tessa! After 
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the first time it would never be so hard for him. 
It is just here, just now, just this minute that so 
much is at stake — his whole future, perhaps. . . . 
Tessa, how could you?** 

Honoria trembled with her helpless pity and 
pain. The moment was acute to her. She had 
often witnessed the deep, speechless indignation 
of physicians when the life or cure of a patient for 
whom they had fought, was sacrificed to family 
stupidity or indifference. Now she felt that she 
understood it. 

**ril send them off early," said Tessa. "And 
ril stop the piano pretty soon." 

In the morning, the professor, white and weak, 
staggered into his carriage and was driven the lit- 
tle distance to the college. The October sun was 
shining happily in his old lecture-room, and it was 
full to the doors. His students were all there. 
He looked pathetically at their eager, affectionate 
eyes. When they saw his shattered face every lad 
of them rose and stood to receive him with bowed 
head. The presitlent was on the platform and 
came down the aisle to meet him. Leaning on 
Bnindor's arm. the professor walked between his 
two friends, "the small and the great," and so 
slowly reached his desk. 

There— having asked the jxirdon of his students, 
like the gentleman he was. for a seated lecture — 
he read and spoke to them for half an hour; and 
then his face fell forwanl on his hands. 

** He has fainted!" siiid the boys. His mind had 
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not fainted, but his nerve and muscle had. They 
helped him from his lecture-room, and he did not 
enter it again. 

Honoria walked in the garden. She, too, could 
not sleep. She walked without sound, and she 
thought without wonls. Such was her turmoil 
that she felt chilly in the warm October night, and 
drew the skirt of her black dress from its silk lining 
over her head and shoulders. This made her look 
like a mm. At the windows of the professor's room 
the blinds were closed; through their green slats 
bars of dim light fell upon the cosmos. 

"The rose candle is lighted," she thought. The 
scent of the cosmos blossoms filled the autumn 
night. It was as if they poured their souls out in 
some intense emotion. Crimson and lake and 
white, they leaned towards the study wth half- 
closed eves. 

It was a still night ; it seemed to Honoria that she 
could almost hear the call of the distant river which 
had risen under a recent rain. Her ears were over- 
strained, and she heanl everything. Suddenly 
there smote ujx^n them that which caused her to 
clap her hands tc^ her head as one does before an 
unendunible sound, or (^ne too siicred to be over- 
heard. She turned, fled into the house and up the 
stiiirs to her sister's nK)m. 

Tessa, in her lace-trimmed nightdress knotted 
with crimson ribbons, was sleeping peacefully. 
She sat u]) in be<l and rubbed her eyes like a child 
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with her pretty knuckles when Honoria's breaking 
voice smote in upon her dreams. Honoria won- 
dered what they could have been. 

"Tessa? Tessa! He is sobbing down there 
alone. I was out in the garden. He does not 
know I heard him. ... Oh, Teasie, do go to him. 
Do go down and comfort him. He may need care 
— he may be very ill. There is so much you can 
do — nobody else." 

Tessa listened sleepily. She yawned and lay 
back and flung her ringed hand upon the empty 
pillow beside her. 

"Why don't you go yoiu"self ?'* she asked, good- 
naturedly. "Put on your cap and apron and go. 
It will be perfectly proper. If you think I am 
really needed, you can call." 

Honoria turned without a word. She dropped 
her sister's hand, which, in her agitation, she had 
caught and held, went across the hall into her own 
room, and shut and locked her door. 

When the resignation of Professor Ferris went 
in ami was accepted, his wife said that it was very 
(lei)rcssing. but she exhibited, for a time, a per- 
sonal concern in his fate which he had so long since 
accustomed himself to do without, that it rather 
suri)risc(l than touched him. Tessa was even con- 
scious that her si.x)raclic attcntitms to him were 
not as i)athetically receiveil as they would onoe 
have l)een. Myrton did n«^t show that dispropor- 
tionate gratitude which she had been taught that 
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any especial expression of interest in him should 
arouse. He rettimed a gentle politeness, distinct- 
ly lacking, she felt, in the key of adoration which 
for eleven comfortable years had stmg tire song of 
marriage to her. Tessa was perplexed. She did 
not know what to make of it. It occurred to her, 
in an inspired moment, that Myrton might become 
capable of indifference, or evcJh distaste such as she 
had sometimes observed in the husbands of other 
women at stated periods in matrimonial experience. 
Tessa went so far now and then as to flirt with her 
husband. He responded languidly. After a while 
Mrs. Ferris tired of this attempt at conjugal coquet- 
ry and returned to her natural occupation of being 
happy anyhow, with anybody, at any cost, and all 
the time. 

Honoria, in the passionate patience with illness 
which is as much a gift as an acquirement, went 
quietly on with her volimtary duties in the study, 
where, after the experiment at the college, the 
professor was reincarcerated. To that trage- 
dy neither had ever referred. Only once he 
said, 

"Everything is over now." 

And cheerily Honoria answered, ** Everything is 
just begun." 

"I don't tmderstand vou this time. I flatter 
myself that I generally do." 

** Why, now that worry is off — all that big load 
— we can set ourselves to getting you better in a 
natural, comfortable way — not forcing everything. 
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That is always such a hindrance. Nature hates to 
be hurried." 

He smiled to humor her. He could not anesthe- 
tize her heroic hope with the smothering sponge of 
his despair. Let her have the comfort of her sweet 
dehision. 

It was a brilliant October, scarcely less wonder- 
ful and sunful than that of a year ago, and even 
warmer. Towards the end of the month several 
really hot days came scorching down upon the 
valley. Brander and Honoria got the professor 
out again upon the picizza, and it was so warm that 
I Idh' >ria hung a rolling porch scn?en to shelter him, 
and once more, observing but unobserved, he saw 
the students tramping by. Honoria noticed that 
he could now watch the boys without apparent 
emotinn — the boys, no longer his. The afternoon 
was blurred with a smoky h:ize, and towards sun- 
fall the heat Ixxame sf> oi)pressive as to be almost 
sinister. Every window in the house was flung 
uj). and ever>' inmate of it left it, movetl by a oom- 
nvn discomft)rt, antl sought tlie outer air. The 
servants wanderiMl restlessly in the yard. Trip 
pl.ivol fretfully with IMiilos in front of the house. 
Tcss^L and Honf>ria s;it on the jnazz^i with the in- 
valid. N«»w and llu'u Tess;i ran in the telephone, 
«T rlitte*l abi»ut llie ganlen; she wore her butterflv 
tln--^. 

rin' <.iiMi' th' M.i^lit •KtuiTitl t«» her husl)and an«l 
lu r si-.li r ' S!:t' i; rxj^-iting M»ine i»nc to call." 
H'.il nrilliiT jt'ivc Words t- • il. 
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Honoria sat quietly on the piazza steps. She 
had the attitude of a scholar at his feet, and this 
amused him. 

"Usually I have to look up to you." The pa- 
tient smiled at the nurse. 

"Don't you think that a curious sky?" asked 
Honoria, abruptly. 

" If you'll take Trip off that telephone pole Til 
tell you," imeasily replied the professor. "See! 
He is half-way up. Ever since the thing came 
into the house he has been possessed over it." 

"Oh no," said Trip; "I can't come down for 
any woman. I'm a lineman." 

" I thought you would be a professor, like Papa?" 
suggested Honoria. 

"You bet I wouldn't! I'll never be anything 
with trustees tagging after." 

"Very well, then. Be a lineman, if you like. 
But I am chief of the division. You are needed 
at another post." 

She held up her beautiful arms. 

"This one's good enough for me," objected Trip. 
Suddenly his obstinate little muscles yielded and 
he slid down. 

" A man would rather kiss you, I guess," said 
Trip. 

When Honoria came back with the boy, the at- 
tention of the whole household was arrested by a 
sullen, coppery color that seemed to have taken 
but an instant to form in the northwest. As one 
looked it extended and rose into the upper air, 
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where a huge cloud that nobody had noticed till 
that moment charged upon it head first. The two 
C(^ntcn<led for an indeterminate time, and then the 
doud, black as the ])it, nxie over the metallic yel- 
low light and extinguishe<l it. 

"I smell sulphur!" cried Tessii. She ran from 
the garden and cringe<l against her husband, who 
put his arm about her and iKittotl her. 

"TluTc, there!** he said. 

Refnrc he could add a wonl a blasting storm 
burst uj^on them. Its suddenness, its severity, 
above all, its untimcliness, were nothing less than 
UTrifying. Dashotl by the wind, against which 
one felt tliat the ganlon had found no time to prt> 
tirt itst»If, stalks and shnibl)cry went flat. The 
cnsTn<»s br«>kc near the nw>t and fell, hruisefl and 
beaten. The great elm in fnmt of the house bc- 
yontl the low stone-wall rocke<l and groaned. Ser- 
vants ran ui> an<l tl«»wn dashing in blinds and 
erasliing <lnwn wintlnws. Philos cowered to his 
master. Tessa ]»usht*«l Trip into the house, and 
hrfM'lf tied to her husband's borl in the study al- 
( -ive. wlierc she hid her face in the jnllows from the 
lil^•ltrlin:.^ The storm, like all unseasonable electric 
St nn^. was malignant and incalculable; there was 
s •:nit!M!ij: so vieious about it that even Htmoria. 
will l.t 1 what is i\illfl " thuniler-storm ner\'e/' 
s.i: 1 u!'.iM<iIv to lirr i>:itient: 

I? i- j'P ttv b.i! V«'U must get in at once." 

"I)"!!*! sl.i:* \\\r d"-«r.'* plea'ltMl the i>r»fessnr. 

I v.i!! -it i'lst UTi'lfT e"\iT I want to watch it." 
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She did not gainsay him, but gave him her strong 
arm silently, then pushed in his chair across the 
threshold and stood behind it. The night was now 
riven with thimder, and rain sank like a cloud- 
burst. The spaniel crept to his master's neck. 
Honoria's face, flared out by blue and crimson 
lightning, had an elated look; she seemed remote 
and solemn ; Ferris moved once and looked at her ; 
then turned away. 

"Is Teasie all right?" he asked. 

Honoria nodded; she was about to speak, but a 
flash, piu^ued by a crash, tore the words from her. 
There was a brutal roar, and when the reverbera- 
tion died the rain began to cease. The wind did 
not. It was now quite dark and blowing wildly. 

Honoria got out upon the piazza and put her 
hands to the sides of her eyes. Her black dress 
flapped and twisted about her. 

"A bough on the great elm has broken," she 
said. "It has fallen; I think it has broken the 
wire, ni go and tell Tessa. Now that the shower 
is over, she might happen to use the telephone." 

She ran in and quickly out again. Ferris had 
got to his feet and was outside, leaning on the 
piazza post. The loose screen was rattling against 
him. 

"See!" He pointed over the wall where the 
mutilated elm groaned. The broken wire himg 
swaying. The wind was still so strong that the 
sundered end dashed to and fro madly. Every- 
thing was wet — the wall, the pole, the tree, trunk, 
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leaves, boughs; everj'where the wire met a drip- 
inn;:: surface. While the two sUxxl slniininj; their 
eyes to stab the formidable darkness it comiscated 
before them. No electric wire eiitcRnl the hoixse. 
but the connection in the college building was not 
far away. Si)arks and spurts of flame jetted vi- 
ciously from the telephiaie wire, now a living and 
death-dealing thing. 

M<»veil by the excitement of the storm, and im- 
pressetl by the sjK*ctacular beauty of this after- 
scx'ne. Ferris turned to say to Honoria, *'I never 
ha])pened to sc^e anything like it. Effective, isn*t 
it!"" whi*n tile idle words rost* into the crv which 
nh»rtal t-niergency wrings from the s«)ul <»f the cold- 
est Sivj»tic, and the ]»rofrss«'r was not that. 

".Mv (nnl! A/ V (/(),/ /" 

Sru '.dini: throuj^h the darkness, in his little white 
pi'l ir >'.ni. Trip ran slyly. His curls tosseil in the 
\M!. : In his eyes, if any one cc'iuld have seen 
t:.« :!.. liirkfil a furtive liH.k, determine«l and defiant 
ai: i jl. iM'd liis mother's lo«)k. when she meant 
t • ::; ikr luTSi-lf liappy, nor ch<»sc* t«» count the 
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[':.*' «rii»]»lrd fatlur struvr^lol an«l fought his 
\\ .'. •I'wn ll;r ]>i.;//.i steps and ai^ainst the resist- 
.:.. • ■! {]\t' w'.Tiil. 'r«".-,.i r.iii "Vil and sl'-»l NcriMm- 
ii.".' \\\{\\ !.• r tv. «> li.iii'!^ l-ff'-re lier rvrs Hut Ilo- 
r. :■'. I V..1. ;!i .i !\an. « ■!' v\tv.\ !-v uiw Ni-l I't-rris 
•.iW :.- :. V.!: iri !.• r 1 '. :■ k .!:r^-. .!,i*.:.:iii^ -li-wn uj^.n 
: '.'■ :.:! ! H. r ':■ ■:..' ;:.i:: N i !\it. hr ! Trip bv hw 
\\].\\'- ,:i-.:il!. : :•. : :':•.' \.\'\\ br!a:;d lu-r. S!.e 
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gulp the father had tossed the boy back to his 
mother, and himself limped on to the silent figiu^, 
face down upon the grass. 

Honoria lay ominously still. He could find 
neither breath nor pulse in her; yet like those of 
old in the Hebrew story, the smell of the fire seem- 
ed not to have passed upon her. Unscathed and 
beautiful, she had simk with her head upon her arm. 

He must have gone to his knees beside her, for 
he remembered splashing into a rivulet or pool of 
water; he remembered that he put his arms be- 
neath her neck and shoulders and tried to raise 
her. Curses on his lost muscle and manly nerve! 
The crippled athlete rained anathema on his physi- 
cal weakiiess. Once he could have lifted her splen- 
did length, her vigorous body, as he would snap a 
flower from its stem. Without a sense of effort he 
could have broken her from the roots of death. 

He hoped that no one had heard him groaning 
there beside her, for, before he could call for help, 
voices and arms of men rang and pushed between 
himself and her. Brander and Sheffield lifted her 
and carried her up the steps ; when they got her to 
the light and saw her quite plainly they removed 
their hats, which they had pushed on the back of 
their heads. They carried her to the sofa in the 
hall and laid her down. Some one threw a coat 
over her, and Tessa, with a pinched face, brought 
a slumber-robe, or blanket, and, at her husband's 
command, loosened Honoria*s dress. Ferris seated 
himself on the end of the hard sofa, and tore off 
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her shoes and began to rub her feet with his trem- 
bling hands. The servants brotight cold water and 
hot bags, and then stood crying. For a bum* for a 
faint, for a wound, for any other accident, there 
would have been first aid knowledge in the house* 
hold to meet the moment. Pate had selected for 
Honoria the one catastrophe before which the 
gn)up <»f c<lucated people were as helpless or as 
stupid as the child or the dog. 

Some one had sent a student passing in the 
strtvt for the doctor, who on his way met the 
pR*si(lent and brought him in. Hildreth looked 
once at Ilonoria, strode up to her imperiously, then 
scemeil to recall himself and step})ed back. 

**()ut of the way — all of you!" said the old doc- 
tor. Everylnxly olwyel but Ferris, who could not. 
He found himself going contemptibly faint, and 
lai'l liis head against the wall and turned his face 
away. I lonoria's feet still lay in his hands ; through 
their silk stockings he felt their mortid cold. Was 
it t!ie hallucination of his o^\-n mckcil and blighted 
nervi'S that the ice he held, still chafing it auto- 
nialically. meltetl a little iK-neath his Umch.' Then 
he heanl the d«ictor Siiyin^:. crossly: 

*'(iive me all the air there is. and S4)me women — 
and let us ali>ne! She's enming out of it. ... I 
think'/' he a<Me-l. F«»r the oM dcvtor was gray 
with ex]KTieiu'e, ancl did rn»t risk his wonls. Ho 
hail already lie^jun V* ^ive .Miss Tr\'de the ir^Ml- 
ini-iit which is usc^l in the resusi^itiitiim of the 
dri'Wneil. 
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At that moment a voice shook in the professor's 
ear: "Come with me. You will fall if you remain 
here any longer. That would make everything 
worse — for her. I will help you. Let us go." 

An arm got aroimd him, and he saw that it was 
Hildreth's. The face of his friend was fixed and 
dull. The mind of Ferris swayed as the broken 
wire had swayed. Suddenly it seemed to touch 
the surface of some stormy idea which set it aflame. 
Through the current of his being there ran a shock 
that did not smite, but ctuiously uplifted him. 

**It is true," he thought, "the man loves her." 

Now it was deep in the October night, and he 
lay in his dark room with his hands upon his 
eyes. 

For the excitement and effort of the evening his 
body was already receiving its pimishment; but 
with that of his soul it appeared that he had yet 
to reckon. His whole being had become one im- 
answered, perhaps unanswerable, interrogation. He 
pleaded the lack of physical nerve to deal with it. 
But the utter truth took no excuses from him. A 
sincere man, if his sincerity is reinforced by im- 
agination, is far more severe with himself than with 
others, and Ferris had reached that point of per- 
sonal experience where no one can hide his mis- 
takes behind his afflictions. 

The silent revolt of his crippled life — its arraign- 
ment of fate, its covert distrust of the arbiter of 
destiny, its despair of the future, and its conflict 
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with despair slid from his mind as secondary mat- 
ters in the relentless revelations of that night. 

Something was subtracted from his ideal of him- 
self. . . . What then was he, if not the man of his 
own dreams of a man ? These had been high. God 
knew, they had never sunken to the level where 
a lower soul wars against flesh and blood; it was 
against the principalities and powers of a fine nature 
that his contending force had l>een turned in the 
spiritual struggle. Coarse pleasures, low tempta- 
tions had averte<l their faces before his dear, un- 
scH.nng eyes. Simply said, he had always locdced 
over their heads. His S])lendid body had not 
stoiipcil. His manly soul had no remorses. Each. 
altiT its kind, was athletic. 

It is •li!Vic'uU fur a man of the lighter world to 
coinju'ihcMitl the standards of conduct which, in 
tlu-si' f;iiu*s • •! stuily and thought, may regulate a 
sch"l;ir's lifi*. Indee«l. one should raUier sav, in- 
stiiu'isi'i cnnduct. Ferris had never been aware 
of any jiarlit^ular crc<lit in morality. It had not 
'Kc'.irrel to him that anything else was thinkable 
for .1 «l(vcnt fi'llow. He had the plain domestic 
virt .K's < t the avenge American husluind. and add- 
r-l li iho^i- Uk- ri'fmements of a nature whose dts- 
liiu ti 'W Iki'I taken itself fur granted, when a moral 
pri'Meiii w.t*; ]'rrsfiUe«l to it. 

Hi . kri'V,!. l^u* ..f the worlil was not narrow, but 
hv Im ! r.i I 'WiTi'-l his(Ml. ifs to it. He had lookctl 
uj-'!i i\.r .i«*f;'tf.l farts uf m«vlem s«idcly wlh 
O'M iisijMii* r.n . sTiih as he felt when he read a 
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decadent novel ; in a sense treating them both with 
the distaste induced by tainted fiction. Moral 
error had somehow always seemed tmreal to him. 
Moral beauty, like poetic or artistic beauty, had 
struck him as one of the great facts of life — ^in short, 
the greatest. 

He had wooed his wife with a will of iron, won 
her with a heart of fire, and held her with a velvet 
arm. He had loved her and her only for eleven 
loyal married years. He had never cialtivated so 
much as a friendship with any other woman since 
the day when he had asked Tessa to marry him. 

Honoria ? Oh, Honoria ! But Honoria was not 
"any other woman." No woman resembling her 
had ever crossed his life. She was as far apart 
from the lorelei who vex the hearts and stir the 
pulses of men as the flora of another planet from 
the cosmos that lay beaten by the storm outside 
his window. In the wet air the breath of the 
bruised blossoms worried his senses without pleas- 
ing them that night. He was so spent that he 
could not bear any of the beautiful and irrespon- 
sible influences. In Retszh's illustrations the roses 
that the angels throw at Faust change into red-hot 
coals. Ferris turned his face on his pillow, drew 
the sheet over his head like a cowl, and withdrew 
into the monastery of his own soul. 

His thoughts argued with the image of his wife. 
Into the depths where his accident had hurled him 
Tessa had not elected to follow. She had danced 
on the edge of the pit wherein he writhed. Nothing 
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could change that. It was as it was. In the sreat 
cmer^jcncy of his life — in the greatest this side of 
disgrace or blindness or mania that can befall a 
man — his wife had politely and pertinaciously 
failed him. He had long since ceased to delude 
himst4f about Tessii's affection for him. It had 
never (Kxurrcd to him that he could cease to love 
her. 

Ilnnoria? Oh, Honctia! Into the ab>'ss where 
he lay broken, Ilonoria had clambered dcwn. She 
had crept to his shattered life and solaccti it. She 
hatl tie<l the conls of her compassion about his de- 
siTti'd soul. . . . She had drawn him — ah, how gen- 
tly! — into mid-air and mid-light. At the edge of 
tlie ^ailf he siiw her sU'inding — her arms, stronger 
tlian the arms nf women, quivering w4th his dead 
weight. Until that night, until that hour, he had 
iir\ (T recoj^uizcil how stnmg they were. In all the 
removal from common contlitions through which 
Iir and she had ])asso<l, in all their scparateness 
and y liUKlc. in the strain of his weakest moment— 
«jr oi ht-rs - n«»n«'ria had never for a troubled in- 
stant 1' "-t Ikt ])«»iv;i-. 

Ii rvrr tills noble W(»man erre<l it would be 
thr-'M.'ji the ivMrst in her; it would l>e through her 
iX'l'n-iti' syini».:thy with the suffering i^^ another. 
Ni ! tV.at. n-'t rvi'Ti lliat. ha'l mis«linvle«l her. He 
C"*.:! 1 n'l rrr.ill aw rMM;»in^ eye. a reK-l tone, a 
Car* •!•--'; U'r! ii.it .mv ni.m i«! C'»mmi»n sense or 
m-i' 4v V '\\\ \\.v\v rrad for other than it was. 
lie ini^lit lia\f l>efn a patient in any of her hos- 
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pitals — for aught he could have claimed of her, she 
might have shown to any other wretched fellow 
the inmieastu'able mercy which she had potu'ed on 
him. 

. . . **God Almighty bless her for her sweetness 
and her strength! " So prayed the crippled man, 
whose troubled creed had never reached the pass of 
argtiing that " God was out of date." This outcry 
of the spirit calmed him indefinably, as any honest 
reaching after higher things must calm a sincere 
soul. It seemed to him that he sent this prayer 
after her as he would have sent a substitute for his 
presence. . . . Honoria, suffering and weak — Ho- 
noria but now recalled from death — and he not 
there! If he could have stayed to see her con- 
scious eyes lift, and know that his returned her one 
wave of the ocean of her pity for himself — ^but, at 
the crisis of her fate, like a woman, he must swoon! 
She had missed him ; perhaps she had even needed 
him or wondered if he did not care. . . . Hildreth 
had gone back to her. 

At the recurrence of his friend's name and vision 
to his mind, Ferris experienced a strange emotion 
which for the moment deviated the coiirse of his 
feeling. As soon as he could reduce this to words 
he found himself saying: **Very well, then. And 
why not?*' Presently he remembered that Tessa 
had suggested something of the kind to him a good 
while ago. He had paid no attention to it at the 
time ; regarding what she said as the idle chat of a 
woman whose mind is disproportionately occupied 
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with the relations of the sexes. His thoughts leap- 
ed a long way ahead. 

•* Nothing could be more desirable for her," he 
said, half aloud. 

In this conventional phrase he hid a qualifying 
or critical im])ulsc that seemed to fly to it for 

sanctuary. 

No, Honoria was its sanctuary — Honoria her- 
self. All his thoughts put on a sacred garb when 
thev nm to her. In the dark it was as if she laid 
white hands upim them, and said: "Look. I am 
refuge to them. I Nnll shelter them and nurse 
them. They shall ntit l)come sick thoughts. I 
will see to that." Then it seemed as if he spoke 
with her. spirit to spirit, there with the width of 
tlu' house l)etween them, in the long, wind-beaten 
nij^ht: 

'* You must understand what the shock was. . . . 
Y')U had given your life for my child." He could 
havL* swoni that he heanl the pliancy of her w*on- 
lUrful V(»ice. talking its pnictical, professional tone: 

"Why. of course. It was inevitable. There is 
iMt}:ing in ///*;/.'* 

1 Ic gn 'I K^l f. ir his matches and lighted his candle. 
;i!i 1 lingiTrl in tlit- ilrawers t»f the stand by his bed 
till \:v 1« »uii«l wh:it lu* \vantc*1- -the comix>sitc photo- 
::r:il'!i. Hl' htl'l ii to the nise light. The picture 
s!.i.\\r'l s'li'i av. ! .i]iT»<Mliiv.: in the small, warm gleam. 
Its yraniii'..: rVr-. its ri"^« 'lute mouth, its all-wom* 
aiilv ani .«!! rn-:*. ir'.il ilmtitv seemetl in the dim- 
ness th.ii w.is iiciihrr l'ri,i:hl nor ilark to be one 
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with hers, He put it back gently and shut the 
drawer. But he was no woman, this crippled 
man, and the athlete in him rose suddenly and 
duelled with the invalid. His feeling for Honoria 
turned about and struck out at him. Ghratitude i 
Reverence? Admiration? Brotherly affection? 
Consciotisness of his infinite obligation to her? 
Belated recognition of his pitiable dependence 
upon her? The homage which any man must 
give to her? Colored by the delicate idealisa- 
tion that such a man as he mtist offer a woman 
such as she? 

*'What is ikisf' he asked his candid soul. 

In the morning he tried to get up, but could not, 
and accepted the circxmistance with exasperated 
patience. Fitfully and fretfully attended by his 
wife, he listened to her prattle, which concerned 
itself with Tessa's conviction that if Honor would 
only exert herself and show a spark of interest, she 
coiUd marry the president whenever she chose. 
As for that dreadful business of the live wire, Tessa 
would have it out with the telephone corporation. 
It ought to be in the contract if people were to be 
electrocuted in their own homes. Honor? Oh 
yes, Honor was all right; a little tired, Tessa ad- 
mitted, but that was all; the shock was not severe; 
she had sent word that she would soon be down. 
Honor had such remarkable health ; she shook off 
everything. 

"I call myself a well person, thank goodnessl 
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But shell get over it before I shall.'* tnrifftcd 

Tcssii. 

While they were speaking of her, Honoria came 
in ; she walked slowly, with heavy steps. She and 
the professor clasped hands, but neither spoke. 
His eyes fed upon her pale face. Trip bonnoed in 
and dasheil upon his father, whose shaking arm 
close<l anmnd the boy. 

•Cki/' he said, "and tell Aunt Honor—" but he 
faltered. *'It can never be said. But you will 
un<lerstand," 

"Suppose we take that for granted," said Ho- 
noria, in the matter-of-fact tone that he knew so 
well ; the tone with which she was used to qudl all 
f ( )rms and phases of agitation in her patient. " We 
will talk some other time, but not to-day. I dkl 
nnt come to talk; I came to read to you a little 
while.'* 

*' If vou think mc such a thankless, such a sdf- 
s^xMcn brute — *' erie<l Ferris, angrily. The color 
«lpive oviT his faint face, and Honoria laughed; 
sl.f had ])iThaps accomplishcil some occtilt, pro- 
tisv^j. >iKil puqxise in so s^ivagely arousing him. 
With ilrtrniiin.itioM she t<K)k up the first book she 
1 -uM lav hauils on. It i)n)vei! to be Alger*s 
/•fji jj./n/::'/*^ I'/ U'pMit'w, an<l she opened it at ran- 
1 in iMi iMH.k was marketl — and began reading 
I'V tin- TTi.irks; 

"A :'..m's !«rst ftiiKile fririnl is a wife nt good 
s.-Ti'.r .-.•il vjiHul lu\irt. wht)m he h)vcs and who 
I ■'. L-.s hirii.'* 
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At this point she interrupted herself to say, more 
gently, and firmly still: 

** Believe me — please. This is the best thing for 
me, too — it really is. It never tires me to read, 
and I need diversion this morning as well as you." 

" Oh, let her do as she wants," said Tessa, yawn- 
ing. " I have the marketing to do, and somebody 
must sit with you. Honor understands herself, 
Myrton. She always did." 

Tessa called Trip and went away, and Honoria 
took up the book again, and read: 

"Friendship can be carried, without . . . peril, 
to a degree proportioned to the nobleness and con- 
secration of the parties." 

"No affection, save friendship, has any sure 
eternity in it." 

"Please repeat that.'^" asked Ferris, unexpected- 
ly. His heavy lids narrowed over his listening 
eyes. Honoria re-read the paragraphs, and then 
turned her page. He did not interrupt her again, 
but lay thoughtfully observing her. An expression 
of escape grew upon his face, and a certain grave 
illumination slowly followed. The relentless ques- 
tion of the night recurred and floated away from 
his troubled mind upon a sigh of poignant relief: 

"What is this? Why, it is friendship! So 
Petrarch felt for Laura — Michael Angelo for Vit- 
toria — Chateaubriand for Recamier — and so a 
thousand upright men for high-minded women, and 
will feel, world without end." 

"Amen," he said, solemnly. 
>s 217 
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'*Di(l you s]x}uk?" asked Honoria. She lifted 
her calm, unconscious face fmm the Friendships 
of Women. The book seemed to cling to her 

hands. 

The season hanlened early that year, and Ferris 
adjusted himself with such philosophy as he had 
cumi)assed to the deprivations of the wntcr. These, 
for the invaliil, were steadily reduced by the pres- 
ence of Honoria. who fought for her case wth the 
exalli-d patience which distinRuishes woman from 
woman more than other quality except tender- 
n<.ss. Tessa lossetl everN' care uixm her sister. 
Kvrn hiT daily atteni lance up*m her husband bc- 
;^an t" shrink; and lie s<K)n cease^l tr) count upon 
\k'T I hisivi- presence; Tess:i did not find a sick hus- 
|i:in«l i-nttTtaininR. antl Honoria was a graduate 
niirs«.'. Tl'.e situalinti. i.i Tess;i's mind, was clearly 
fon^c lairud for her releasi' from monotonous rc- 
sjKT.siSililiis. an-l she made the most of it. For 
luT ''W!! i!Uirrsi aiid ease, Tess:i nammcil the 
',;» .. •• ; t!\v«'!-n tl:e mnvt-r^in;^' lini*s nn which Ferris 
..:•. 1 II ri^ri.i ^t'^J. In llu* Day of the RcvcaHng. 
i: v.-'.! \'f' ir..i.!i' kii'iwii I'.i^w nJten the great crisis 
■ ■! :••!:.;.: '-r i"in!ijit lutwcen man and woman 
i«'".l ! !. iM 1mi:i pnvrr.ir-l by the chartervd thinl. 

' W'".:)'. "I. !i .1 \-:ii' do VMii never sinjj?" the 
pr-'!' : .:k« ' *i\.* r:":rsf nne d.iv She had l>cen 
r- : '•:..• 4! -Ill' l.::!i ! r ,rA hour, while Tess.i was 

• ^ f I ■ ff 
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''I tiaed to sing," said Hcmoria. "But only a 
little. My voice was not trained, like Tessa's." 

"The house is still. Would you mind singing 
to me — ^just once?" 

"Why, of course, if you wish it," answered Ho- 
noria. She went into the drawing-room, leaving 
all the doors open, and tried the piano. He heaid 
her sweep a few deep chords; it seemed to him dif- 
ferent from any playing he had heard. She had 
no more than the average amatetu* training; but 
her voice poured like wine into the cup ci feeling 
and filled it to the brim. Ferris listened with 
closed eyes while Honoria sang: 

"Our life, our life is like a narrow raft 
Afloat upon a hungry sea. 
Hereon is but a little space, 
And all men, eager for a place. 
Do thrust each other in tiie sea. ..." \ 

There he lost a few bars, but soon r^^ained the 
words: 

"Our life, our life is like a curious play 
Where each man hideth from himself. 
'Let us be open as the day,' 
One mask doth to the other say 
When he would deeper hide himself-^* 
'Let us be open as the day' — 
That he may better hide himself/' 



ft 



"Would you mind indulging me once mon 
asked Ferris, abruptly, when Honoria closed the 
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piano, with a finality that admitted of no argu- 
ment. an<l came back, 

** I have never seen you in your imiform. I 
should hke t«> do so." 

The Comers of Monona's mouth twitched with 
a little amust*d smile. 

**That I may better hide myself? Or perhaps 
reveal myself? CerUiinly, if it will entertain you." 

That evening, when Tessii was at home. Ilonoria 
slipiK.*d into her Rown, cap, and apnm, and came 
into the study with a tniy in her hands. In her 
lon^. white outlines, with her gentle motions she 
l«)oke<l like a statue of juile wax. 

**It fits well." siii.l Tessa. "But to think of 
makini:: such a guy of r»ne*s self!" 

Ferris did n«»t s;iy anything at first, but gravely 
ri'^iiinKil Honoria. Then: "How an? vou cata- 
1. .«'uel.'" he askeil. "(Irace. Mercv, or Peace? 
Y.'U mi^'ht be either, or it might l»o all. In any 
<v. r.t y<»ii are e«»in|)osite, as I have s;ii«l l)eft»rv." 

ll«- i'»'.k tb.e j>ln»lognij»h from the dniwer and 
si:- \\, ! ii l-i liis wife. But Tess;i lifte^l her level 

br ''As. 

"T!i,iI'n just a i"»mnion nursel" she complained. 
"An ! Ili'ii-'ria why. Ht. in iri. i i'«.ines i.f a gmi*! fam- 
ily. V* r i:'.y jart. I lanl s«'r the least resemblanrtv " 

"I sh' iiM think iV.at tjuile jnissible." r\'plie«l 
M-.Tt'-ri. l-Mki:!'.: tl;i- ;.h •! "i,'r.ijih in the dniwer. 

I!:.- ■•::i:'i 1 bv 11 :i'»ria. Ferris lli.it winter 
:i'-ii 1.:: 1"- k liini'llv at first, then de- 
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terminedly. This tentative clutch at the lost joys 
of the intellectual life achieved two things for the 
imprisoned scholar. It placed Honoria, for the 
time, something less in the foregrotmd of his sen- 
sibilities. And it shortened the ellipse of the 
Circle of Ice. One day a blue-bird knodced against 
his window with its beak. And another day he 
looked, and the motmtain snows were a torrent in 
the streets. The reluctant ice gave upon the roar- 
ing river, the students sang Gaudeamus igUur at 
night; Philos tracked the counterpane with littlet 
shivering, drenched feet; Trip, with rubber boots 
that always had a leak in them, thumped about 
the halls ; Tessa had her canoe painted; and it was 
spring. 

One yielding, shining day in April Mrs. Ferris 
was obliged to asstmie the care of her husband — 
Honoria having gone to the city for the day. Tessa 
brought her tmanswered letters, and sat down at 
the empty study table. Myrton was in the stout 
chair, where he could see her. Tessa wore some- 
thing blue and brilliantly becoming. He observed 
her with the bitter admiration of a man whose wife 
seems to have ceased to love him. She finished 
and sealed half a dozen letters, and piled them on 
the table before she spoke to him. Then she said, 
carelessly : 

**If I went to mail these, you'd be all right, 
wouldn't you? Anything I can do?" 

"Nothing, thank you. Unless you find Philos 
for mc/' 
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*' He's hidden under the couch. I whipped him 

for muddying my dress. There!" 

Tessa stooped, putting one round arm beneath 
the couch, and dragged out the dog. As she did 
this, something dropped from her pocket. Neither 
of the two noticed it till she had left the room. 
Then Ferris picked it up. It was a note addressed 
in his wife's hand-writing, unsealed, and, in fact, 
it had fallen from its envelope. 

Tessa returned in a short time and began to peer 
about the study with an anxious tangle between 
her cool eyes. Then she saw Myrton sitting 
strai^'ht and stiff, with his shaking hand held 
out. 

" Hero it is," he s:iitl. 

Tessa clutched the note instinctively; then re- 
calU'l hervlf. and dropJx^l it on her husband's 
kncc^ H(T face had hardeneil and sharpened. 

** Krri. it. if you want to. I supi)ose you have 

'" I Tu-M r read a IctttT of yours l>cfoi\\ Tessa, in 
all ' ir lives It seiMnol tt> me that the time had 
0)!r. \'rs. I !;.ive n»ad the note." 

•• Well ' ■ H'tTcd Tcssii. defiantly. "What of it.>" 

•'I .iiTi stT:! y.ur husband." answercil Myrton. 
f|-ii«'*!v. " l-.'Uf.rr ui)ha;»|>ily foryou. I haveright5 
in V •:!• t ■ ■!. 1'.:. t. if ii«»r'K.niin v«»urheart. I must 
:i^k \ •: ■•:.<•• .iv.'i f- »r .il! t'» »-t-»|» this thin>:. It 
is :* . :-• ::* :': If. .ii: ! it « i!i*t iV» « ■!! 

*■ I > • V "i r::«- f. t' • iv' •:!* r.w '" *i]\tX Tess;i. She 
i'.i ! : t I'M- c«'l-r. !■•:• •♦■:-r«' his t:/v\ eves the 
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flesh of her cheeks seemed to sink in. " I haven't 
done anything wrong!" she cried. 

" Good God, Tessa! I don't know what you call 
wrong. Short of the seventh conunandment — I 
don't stoop to imagine that my wife — my wif0 — " 
He gasped, and stopped. 

"There is such a thing as conmion prudence and 
decorum," he suggested. 

Tessa sat down on the edge of the bed, and re- 
garded the toes of her walking-boots sullenly. She 
did not answer. Was that Myrton speaking? It 
sotmded to her like the voice of a stranger met in 
an uncomfortable crowd. 

"You will get yoiu-self talked about," he was 
saying, drearily. "You have already done so—" 

"The president is an old poke!" interrupted 
Tessa. "He is nothing but a diplomat. I am a 
child of nature." 

As if he had not heard her, and it is doubtftil if 
he had, Ferris proceeded heavily: 

" Your cousin is what is called a gentleman, and 
he is a physician of repute; he would not let you 
go too far. Yewserk has come to his senses with 
his chair. But this — " 

He tore the note into a fringe, and handed it to 
her. 

" I have expressed my wishes," he said, coldly. 
"You will please to follow them." 

The window was open, and they could both hear 
the river hurling itself against its banks. Then 
that which Tessa had cotmted upon happened. 

223 




Valird Jtt 

Myrton's voice melted like a cake of ice sucked 

into the gulf stream. 

"Tessii!" he crieil. "Tessii! Try to trust me! 
I am a man — your husbancl — I know what is right 
for you to do. Listen to me, Teasie!" 

" I think I have listene<l quite long enough." 
s:iid Tcssii, chilling in her turn. " I can't see what 
I have (lone to be al)use<l like this. It is my natun? 
to l)f amusc*tl. You know that, Mvrton. Didn't 
I toll you that when we were engaged? I Adiv to 
be amused. I should go cnizy moping here — yim 
sick all the time. I must l>e happy. I always 
have been. And I've got to be." 

*' Can't you be happy in some cre<litid^le way?" 
*lom:inded Myrton, wearily. Tessa n»se and went 
to the window-sill, where she s;it down; her little 
ftvt swung impatiently. She s;it so that she omld 
SiX' tlic river, which Myrton could not see. 

*• How is anyb«Mly going to know when she is 
niiirri.'d that she will never care for anything, nor 
aiiylMNly, but that one man? For my i»art. I don't 
sre. I think marriaj^e is foumletl on a wrong idea, 
;i!'.d jK-Mjil,- ;ire finding! it *^iit. Ever\ixn!y wants 
S'lr.ilhinv! thev liaveii't ijoi. . . . L<mk at vou ami 
lli^U'^nAV* ^\\r l'iius!ie<l iti an argumentiitive tone. 

••U'/i.;//"' 

•'I d"T'/t ^«e ;iny sueh tremendi»u»; *lilTerence 
\s!'.eTi V"M k'*r. •■ ! . ! " k at it. I d^n't think v«»u're 
Ki I ] ' ■!'. ii I « t.ik' l.i/li arid mii'lity i;nmnd with 
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Tessa cringed. She did not know which was the 
more terrible, Myrton's voice, or Myrton's face. 
Since they had been married she had never heard, 
she had never seen anything at all resembling 
either. For the instant she felt the crude fear of 
the erring woman before the male creature to whom 
she has botmd her life. The sex instinct of ages 
was in her when she b^an to deprecate her hus- 
band. Perhaps, besides this there was something 
more, or even something higher and better. 

" Good Heavens, Myrton! Don't go on like that 
— youll make yourself down sick. You know I am 
a vicious little beast when I get going. . . . It you 
didn't stir me up, I shouldn't blaze out so. I'm 
sure I didn't mean anything so very dreadful — 
you ought to know I didn't." 

**Take back what you said," commanded Ferris, 
quietly. 

"I've said a good many things," parried Tessa, 
turning her neck deliberately. 

** Take it backT' thtmdered Ferris. 

"I'll take back anything," said Tessa, quickly, 
"rather than to see you exdte yourself so." 

" You sha'n't take it back for my sake," persisted 
the husband. "You shall take it back for your 
own sake, and her's — and for decency's sake." 

Up to this point Tessa had preserved an enviable 
composure. Now she b^an to cry weakly: 

" Oh, if you mean about Honoria — ^why, of course 
I'll take it back. I was so mad I didn't know what 
I was saying — you upset me so," sobbed Tessa. 
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''Anybody \l be a goose to say anything about 
Honoria. Or you either, for that matter, you poor 
oM thinj^. Why, it — it would he perfectly ridicu- 
lous!'* 

Tessa's sobs snappo<l into hysterical laughter. 
Hut Myrton did not smile. 

**(io Mil," ho s:ii<l. stonily, "that isn't enough." 

'IVssa <it<»p]K'(l lauj]:hinji; and cr>'ing. She mop- 
jH'd luT wot faoo and tumeil it, reddened and 
swolloii. tn moot tho voloano that was her hus- 
band. 

' ril say anythini( you i»lease, Myrton, about 
Ilonoria. 1 don't know any more women like 
H')n'»na. I novor know hor (1«) a single silly 
thin;^' and m- »ro nion havo bn)ken their hearts 
MVt r luT tb.an any <>f us know — she won't tell of 
tIaTTi. I w«»uld risk Honor through anything. 
W'hv. I WMull trust Honor in holl fire --or vou 
i\\\\r\\ t 'f that niattor." addt*<l Tess;i. with drama- 
lir r ::\:rti«)n. N«»w that sho had l>egun to fill 
t':.' : '.♦ •! I >iitVssin^' wifo, sho nit her enjoyed doing 
-« ' •/•••".rr 'uslv. 

\' '.. r TuJ!! 1 iTio." said Myrt»>n. with an ex- 

; !■ i \\ i 'iiN-M-t. " i don't i^nmt in this thing. 

li :* v'.t-i I il.M'.k wliat wt» o\vo to her-- yi>u and 

I ..:. ■ !'!•;'' It it l:a«hrt bot-n for her — " he 

■'. K. ! H'- !..i i ii'ii. .lUil jMUting. lowerr<l. 

■ ." a:*.- ■(::.(' 1 1 tlaro's .inv dtmbt 

:• » - 1 . Ti- ]» "Nin/ it' you tlon't recant 

'.-.*• :r;t «■::• , it* shall loavo t»ur hous*» 
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"Good gracious, Myrtonl" cried Tessa. "Then 
who wotild take care of you?" 

" Is that why you apologize for this — this insult ?" 

Tessa did not immediately answer. Her slip- 
pered feet stopped swinging. She seemed to be 
listening to the river which roared in the pauses 
of their talk. 

"Myrton?" Tessa's shrill voice moderated to a 
slow undertone. "I am not like Honoria. Per- 
haps I am not even what you think I am. I do 
foolish things. I have foolish feelings — ^wrong 
ones, if you call them so. But I wouldn't do such 
a thing as that — I never got so low!" 

" I b^ yotir pardon, Tessa," said Ferris, quickly. 

"I think too much of Honoria," added Tessa, 
turning away from the window. 

The two looked at each other m the helpless 
silence of the husband and the wife who see the 
narrow path of daily life gape between them into 
a canon. It occurred to Ferris that the moment 
was irretrievable. What occurred to Tessa he felt 
that no one could guess. All he could think of to 
say was: 

"Very well, Tessa." 

And Tessa went away. 

When Honoria came home from the city that 
evening, she was met by Ann. Although it was 
not late, the professor was trying to sleep, and did 
not wish to be disturbed. Mrs. Ferris was out, 
and Honoria sat down rather disconsolately with 
Trip and Philos. She felt perplexed, and a little 
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paine<^l. Then she remembered that she had no 
right to feel pained. She went out into the gar* 
den, when Trip had gone to bed, and walked alone. 
She put the width of the garden between herself and 
the house, at which she scarcely glanced. She fdt 
rather than saw that the study windows were dark. 

It was a gentle night with stmuner at its heart. 
Presently she went into the gray grape arbor and 
sat down awhile. A vixginal moon gave a delicate 
whiteness to the budding shrubs and trees^ and 
indicated rather than defined the garden paths^ 
Down these, with a ringing step, the tall figure of 
the ])rcsident eageriy approached her. 

"They told me you were out here/' he b^gw. 
"May I come, too?** 

" The professor is not as well as usual," answered 
Honoria. "He is trying to sleep. We had better 
go into the house where he cannot hear our voices.'* 




XIV 



'N the hillsides of Thibet there exist 
hermits who may be called the sad- 
dest in the world. In caves closed 
to air, to light, to warmth, they elect 
to immure themselves for life. Choos- 
ing his fate that he may be canon- 
ized, the ascetic huddles in his living tomb. The 
stones are cemented; the lock is turned. In the 
top of the cave appears a small aperture, large 
enough to admit a himian hand. Twice a day, 
through this opening, the wretch is fed. A slight 
tap upon the surface causes a slide to stir; through 
the narrow space wasted fingers receive parched 
grain and water. 

A traveller, visiting one of these hermit settle- 
ments, asked for proof that below his incredulous 
eyes a live man was walled in. The guide tapped 
upon the sliding panel, and tapped again. After 
some delay it opened slowly, and a hand, gloved 
so that even the light of heaven should not touch 
it, trembled out into the air, groped about for a 
moment piteously and then drew back. 

Myrton Ferris, lying motionless, with his arms 
flung straight out upon his bed, as if they had been 
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nailed there, thought nf this immolated creature. 
With the vivid memor)' (»f a reading man. he re- 
j»nKluct'd the tra;^ic sc^^ne as it had s^Mretl his brain 
u|M)n a jxij^e reivntly tunie<l and alm<ist f<»rvotten. 
ItU'> his fate, nnt a voluntar\', but a defiant victim, 
lie had been thmst by that jxnver not himself which 
has bifn known — who shall sciy by what mysterious 
I»syc!iol.>i,'y ? —to st»curc and held the affections of 
an invalid ])risoner. Many a bitter rel»el. in the 
luTmit;i^e of a crii'])led life, has become a happy 
de\«»tt('. ( )f their trentle numlier Ferris was not. 
As hr had saitl of himself, out of his misfortune he 
JKil rhir!lv 'leveloiK^il the power of fight. As hwg 
as tl.r in >si I'lusive ho{)e of health had cheateil him 
iw <:'\wk nut. Now it occurre<l to him that his 
li.;'l;!iM.i: days were ovtr. "Unable t^r to move nr 
'Hi'." l.r s ti er.t<>nibi*<l. The key had snappt*d in the 
1 ^k 1 l.'s liti'. He had been fe<l — he iHfrceived 
t':; : :.•■ :\. 1 been kei)t a living nun — by one hu- 

I- !■ f is 'liiion whrre a man's wife elects ti> 
1; . .•" ;.i:n f.:T!M^hing, shall he refuse the only hand 
:'•. • If is ]::::\f Ah, what a gentle hand it was!— 

His had grojjt*'! after it, tnem- 

■•••s. ..:. ! i:I.>V(' 1. Its strong fingers hail mot 

:-, •■.:•:. t:.-- ! •■.i'.:-if.:l unronsfi- Ki.snt^s tif a sacred 

• • •: V . 'I'.i . I'll I !: : t.i'.irrt- 1. tht-y had not lailc^l. 

!!•■••'! li 'U •■ 'ir'.'lerst^Hul at last, tluit 

. ".'; •.'.!•.:. h i:iti»qHiSisl l«etwivn 
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.\: '. : v. ••■ !:r.:-t p-;i'.i'.m- it. he must thrust it 
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off. It was a woman's hand. A starved man 
cannot take the bread and water of life from a 
woman whom he may not — ^what? What may he 
not? 

The merest wretch would not refuse affectionate 
gratitude to a sweet woman who had done what 
she had done for him — ^no, nor for the half of it. 

Now, common honor will always clarify otu* 
troubled emotions if it is given the chance, but so 
will common sense ; and that of the professor came 
to his aid, if not to his relief. He perceived that 
whatever he did, or did not, to his last breath he 
should bless the hour when first he saw Honoria's 
face ; and that he should tell her so if she wished to 
know it. So much, clearly, was his right and 
hers. Friendship, he observed, had rights as well 
as love. . . . Friendship ? Was this friendship ?. . . 
This? 

Her step was light for so tall and strong a wom- 
an, and he heard it brushing the grass and gravel, 
creeping timidly away from him into the garden. 
He could not deceive himself ; he knew that she was 
hurt. His heart arose to heal the woimd that he 
had given her. He put his hand upon the closed 
blind — why, a whisper would bring her. But 
something stronger than a man's will held him 
back. Then he heard the hurrying footfall of his 
friend — that other man who could feel what he 
would for her, and express it without lost time. 

The two had passed the comer of the house, 
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thoughtfully silent, for his sake; he knew when 
they came in softly and went to the long drawing- 
nx)m. where he could not hear their voices. He 
looked at the sinuous silk cord of his dectric belL 
A touch would summon her. She would come — 
oh yes, she would come. But that which is strang- 
er than a man*s longing held him back. 

It came on to be well past midnight, nearly two 
oclcKk. Tessa had come home and gone to bed. 
The house was so still that it was solemn. The 
(io^ in his basket seemed to sleep without breath- 
in«:. 

A man*s only formidable foes are they of his 
own nature; and Ferris wrestled with his, and 
knew that he fought to the finish that nighL He 
was as solitary as if he were the subordinate of 
Sinnc \'ast and organized power which had set him 
in a dangerous post» and bidden him stand and 
Uike what came. 

Now he remembered that there was something 
he had to deal with. There was a question, and — 
no. he had never answered it. He had duded it 
in some pleasant fashion; he had met it scornfully; 
hv )kl(1 eyetl it curiously; he had treated it car&* 
IcNslv. Now it turned again and rent him, 

• il7i.i/, then, uuj thisr 

Tills l)i' '^^nij^hy is not i^Titten for those who can 
smile at the iNisititm of an hononiblc man who has 
ncv(*r th«iu^ht it jxtssiblc that he could love any 
\\'>m.in I ui his wite. and to whom the mere profr- 
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pect of such a moral mischance comes blinding like 
blue lightning. The professor, as we have said, was 
one of the straightforward, home-keeping, home- 
loving men. His moral fastidiousness was a mat- 
ter of course, like his daily bath. The moral dust- 
cloud into which he had now emerged from his sad 
but placid marriage was as startling to him as it 
would be to a high-minded woman; as it might 
have been to Honoria herself if one could suppose 
— ^but no, no, no! No man could, for the width 
of his wildest moment, suppose that. 

As it had been with many other troubles of his 
life, the shocked distress in which he now found 
himself had been brought about by his wife. 
Tessa's vicious chatter had started inexplicable 
consequences within him, like her shrill voice at 
the long-distance telephone coming out three him- 
dred milea away in a message to her cousin in 
New York. 

Ferris might, he recalled that he might, have 
gone on lolling before a serious situation for an in- 
definite, and therefore possibly a dangerous time, 
but for the brutal vulgarity of Tessa's language 
when she hit out anyhow (as Tessa always did) to 
defend herself. Her recantation, he saw, had noth- 
ing whatever to do with the matter. She could 
not retract, nothing could retract the effect of what 
she had said upon himself. Be the consequences 
what they might, they must now take their ap- 
pointed course with him, with her, with Honoria. 
Ferris felt himself answerable to himself alone for 
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the definitions and decisions of that night. No 
woman could intermeddle with a man in a moral 
emergency such as he now recognised that he must 
face ; and he must face it like a man. 

" Not like a mummy," he said, falling back upon 
his old phrase. He could not play the invalid be- 
fore his exigency. He could not swathe his con- 
science from it. He could not indulge in one ddt- 
cate delusion to pad his ner\'es. At any cost* for 
his own sake, for his wife's, and for that dear 
woman*s sake, he must have the truth out of the 
innermost cell of himself, and call it by its honest 
name. 

With the sincerest intentions, he set about this 
dutiful task. He meant to perform it thoroughly. 
He meant to investigate himself — intellect, feeling, 
and will — like a psychologist. He thought that he 
could classify himself like a scholar before he 
l)rouf::ht himself to accoimt as a man. Many a 
m(iral di'cision has been muddled by cloudy think- 
in}^. It may he as important to be intelligent as to 
he ri^^ht. Ferris purposed to treat his perplexity 
like a man f»f intellect. 

Hut hi* was vcr>' tired. It was now far in the 
niMniin^. and he had not slept. The sick man's 
c'oTu rntration hcy^an to waver. His thoughts slid 
fp'rn tlie grooves on which he had started them. 
Thi'V ht'^jan not to s<vm of as much consequence 
as thfv Were a little while a^o. What, in fact, was 
all ihi^ I nitric inlrosjvi'lion alH.ut? What had 
h»ii»iN.'no'l I'XLVpt t!iat Ti'ss:i had been more india* 
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creet than ustial, and had lost her temper in trying 
to defend herself ? Why should he arraign himself, 
or wound Honoria, for so commonplace a trifle? 
. • . Honoria? Oh, Honorial Her sweet statdi- 
ness, like that of her noble name, stood before him 
gravely. He remembered how, in all the innocent 
familiarity of nurse and patient, she had carried 
herself in his sick-room; like a sexless symbd of 
the healing ministry, remote and sweet. Little 
kindnesses that she had done him — no one else 
remembering that he needed them — beat like a 
bell in his brain. Little tendernesses that she had 
shown him (no doubt she had shown as much or 
more to those wretched babies in the Hospital-boat) 
throbbed like the aorta at his heart. Immediately 
his being seemed to be full of her mercy. She in- 
terpenetrated him like the circtalation of the blood. 
What he thought, what he felt, what he did, he 
perceived that he could not dissociate fxota her. 
He must count upon her personality in his life as 
he did upon the pulse in his wrist. It was too late 
to undo that. There was no hdp for it now. 
Nothing remained except to do what was right. 
Suddenly, while he was reasoning in this con* 
scientious and leisurely way, Ferris fdt himsdf 
smitten by an imseen, tmknown force. Out of 
his night's reflection and emotion it had come 
up behind him, so to speak, and thrust him 
upon some mysterious danger. It was as if he 
were hurled upon the very thing which he sought 
to avoid — rather, it was as if he hurled himself 
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upon it, as a careless man falls upon a broken cur- 
rent in the immense overplay and underplay of 
the electric system. It was as plain to him as a 
fountain of fire that he was courting mortal peril, 
as his child had courted death. What was this 
uix)n which he dashed himself — Gratitude? 
Affection? Reverence? Brotherly regard? The 
sUir\'ali()n of the desolate sick? It was the great 
live wire of the world. 

There is always an element of relief in arriving 
at a clear, moral definition, whether for good or ilL 
The ]»rofessor*s imaginative temperament, fed by 
the love and the study of art in language, gave to 
the nielai)hor uptm which he had tripped the nature 
of arjijument. It seemeil to him that he might 
have gone on deluding himself any length of time 
for the lack of just some such impressive words. 
They eonveyetl to him the iilea of danger, and that 
was I'lioii^^h. With a scorching candor he began 
to discuss the situation with himself. He saw that 
all his life he had cherisheil a certain moral com- 
{ilaieiu V. This in a moment, this in an hour, had 
sliri\ t lli'l within him. Who was he that he should 
tni-t liirTwrU i»r i>ri<le hims4*lf alwive other men — 
I iiiiiiii-: the oinil"'»rtal>lf delusitin that he was nut 
as t!av ' 

Liki- .'thrr mm he ha«l n«>\v met his moral emer- 
^MM \ 1 1 liad i'lmr i.» him late, mitlway of his 
cmItu .III 1 ^'tU'li'j'a^ life, initlway of liis once ardent 
anil -till liTiiliT .iruiii"ii for his indifferent wife. 




Satintering through the Indian summer of feeling, 
he had been whipped to his senses by a cord of fire. 
There was a certain bitter comfort in remembering 
how this little, flaming line overran and underran 
the whirling world. He saw men and women walk- 
ing with clasped or simdered hands, forever going 
in tempted pairs, forever seeking or shunning dan- 
ger, forever calling it by sweet, false names until 
too late. It did not need romance, nor incident, 
nor accident, nor the complications of the brilliant 
world to imperil the eternal two. 

Who was safe ? What heart was secure? What 
hearth ? Not the htundrum home. Not the dull» 
domestic car fastened to its daily track — even 
through this there ran the parallel line of the dec* 
trie risk. 

Life was interlaced with the mysterious danger 
which besets the woman and the man. Pair or 
foul, fit or imfit, strong or weak — ^who was insulated 
from the hidden ctirrent ? He thought for the first 
time with a certain pity of Tessa and that entangled 
lad. 

He lighted his candle and glanced at the shelves 
of his library, where the classic dramas and fictions 
returned his look significantly. All these records 
of human story throbbed with the same fire. The 
same disaster devastated or threatened them all. 

There were the great French novels, the German, 
the Russian, surcharged with their beautiful or their 
evil forces. There was the fiction of our own day 
and tongue— not classics now, but "sellers" — less 
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great, if not more clean. Was the planet mad, 
that it had gone on singing of its deadliest danger 
and dancing to it ? In the mechanical world recog- 
nized perils are surrounded with safe-guards — ^the 
red light, the barricade. Literature, the drama, 
society, music — these should be the sanctuaries of 
the soul, not its death-traps. But what of that? 
Should he, Mjrrton Ferris, go down like any weak, 
low fellow to an easy, becatise a natural, descent? 
The misery of the spinning world hums forever in 
the ears of its Creator, but the great cry of the 
tempted rises above that. It is of less conse- 
quence to suffer than it is to sin. Once more, 
what then? With his personal share of the uni- 
versal lot, what was he to do ? 

'* There must be some way," said Ferris, half 
aloud, *'to meet the facts of the system of things. 
At least, it is always possible to do what ought to 
Ix' done. Any man knows that. Better men than 
I have done it — and worse." 

Bui he was very tired. His sleepless eyes strolled 
about the nH>m. There was the rose-gleam of the 
candle ilnnoria's candle. The air was timid and 
sweet with the breath of arbutus — Honoria's flow- 
ers. On the table he could sec the open page from 
which Hnnoria had IxH^n reading to him. It was 
the b'Mik alviut solitude, by the author of the book 
ab*)ut friendship. The stand by his couch was 
eloquent with all her little ministrations for his 
<'«imf'.rt at ni;jht. She ha«l never allowixi him an 
an'Hiyne. For him and with him she had fought 
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those beasts of Ephesus which attack the insonmiac 
life. With a certain fright on his face he scrutinized 
his empty study. Everywhere, always Honorial 
His rooms were as levitant with her as they were 
with air. His debt to her was an immeasurable, 
and alas, an inevitable thing! 

With an effort he staggered to his feet and tried 
to pace the room as a well man will do when he is 
agitated past endtirance. 

''It must come to an end," he said. "It must 
all stop." Then there drove upon him the ab- 
surdity of these words. How was anything to 
stop? Should he insult her by an explanatioQ? 
Could he turn her from his house ? His weak feet 
betrayed him, and he staggered back to bed. The 
actual helplessness of his position had never pre- 
sented itself to him before. The body of the caip- 
pled athlete writhed before it. A well man could 
put the width of the continent, the span of the 
world, between himself and the woman who might 
become too dear. Nothing would count — nothing. 

What was a career? A well man could toss it 
away in a moral emergency. The price of a soul 
is large, and it might be worth any cost to do the 
hardest, safest thing. But he? What could he 
do ? The simple road which thousands of troubled 
men had taken before him was not for him to tread. 

For the first time Ferris perceived that with 
pain and disability the tragedy of an invalid life 
has scarcely begun. Its snares may be too fine for 
the clumsy feet of health, and its moral gulfs may 
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reach t( ) the bottomless pit. If he had been a well 
man hv would nr)t have been forced upon this crisis. 
Il was his misfortune that would block his way out 
of it. Tlic imaj^c of Ilonoria floated before him, 
unt'onsc'inus and compiissionate. Could he say — 
o»ul(l any man s;iy to a woman, "You have saved 
my lito, my reason, my hojxj of recover)" ; you have 
brill tin* an^el of my house: now go from it. I 
ha\(' aeecpted your dcv()ti(»n, your sacrifice, your 
infiniif thuui^l'.tfuhiess; now I thrust you off, home- 
K*^N, uno'iisiiliTi'd. Ynu have done everj'thing 
thai is lM<ih-minded and w«)manly. Accept my un- 
manly inj^raliunle in return. Lest I suffer moral 
disennifj-rl f > if my own selfish soul's s;ike, I dismiss 
v«ni fnin mv hearth and from mv life." 

"I \v. iiilil die first,** said Ferris, sc'tting his teeth. 

It was ii«»w three oVl«»ek, and the birds were 
sinLiin:^ in the dawn. 

"I:" I I'lilil ^el a little sleep," he thought, wist- 
fullv. " I nii'ilil kn«iw lu-lter what to do." 

I:i till- ni'mir.;.:. 11- -noria eame in timidly. He 
til' Ti'.'lit 111 r 1 .1' . :«^1 tiiuiiil her silent. lie could 
S.I- t!. .! v,]-..- .;■.. :.:.ii lifinv: aLine with him. They 
<l'..i !.■ : t.:!': '!*« -.1 w.is there m«ire than usual. 
'I'l-.r ] v< : it :.! I . ::.«■ in l'» eall, and the trustee who 
li.i'l 1 '•:! ill'- ; '•■'.* - :'»- wamu-si frii-nd up»n the 
1 •■■..:•: :.<■ v. 1. • v...- 1.! v.!: .i-^ (i.tmalifl L. Strong, 

1". r: • '.■ •' ' T' ■: : : .ki :; * tm^^tli and talketl with 

VI .- < . . 

1; •■:: '!'::;• i:.".t^« ••! \r. wit!*. 1ms i-.iitl.nu-tie to Ih» 
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shown a stun. From these exactions and ex- 
haustions, Honoria made no effort to shield her 
patient. In the evening she came in as usual, yet 
not as usual; he could see that she did so reluc- 
tantly. 

"Tessa is going to the concert. She asked me 
to come and sit with you." 

The simple, formal words seemed to stand before 
her like a shield. It was as if it covered her fair 
body from brow to foot, and she held it out as 
the great Venus with the broken arms once hdd 
hers when men called her Victory instead of 
Love. 

As it was the first time that he saw Honoria (and 
again that other time when she had been on the 
Hospital-boat), she stood in the half-light that was 
neither gloom nor glow. And now, as then, her 
face was modelled from a strong shadow, and her 
features he could not see. Across the dimness and 
stillness the two looked at one another. For the 
first time since he had known her Honoria showed 
evident embarrassment. 

**May I light the candle?" she asked. 

*'Why, of course. Anything you wish." 

She held a match to the wick, and he saw that 
her hand trembled — her strong hand. She stood 
in the rose gleam imcertainly. 

** Aren't you going to sit down?" 

"If you wish it." 

She slipped into the stout chair and looked aim- 
lessly about her. Her fingers strayed to the book 
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about solitude bv the author of the book about 

friendship. 

** Shall I read to vou?" 

**Xo. I thank vou — no." 

"What iiin I du for v«>ii?" asketl Hnnoria, with 
a little catch in her breath. 

'That is just what I am tr>'ing to decide." said 
Feiris. outrij^ht. 

In a moment the blameless intimacy of a year 
Minuil tn have evajKirated. The residuum of this 
bitter ennstraint was left. He felt sure that Ho- 
n"ri:i was aware uf it when she spoke. 

■■ Y'lu are sufurin;:?" 

"Oh ye<.'* 

'* Vnii (li'l n-'t slee]>?** 
Not niueri. 

*' S"nuth.iii:^ has happened?'* 

"\\>: <• nietb.in^ lus hap^K'ned." 

"l\-.:i yu'.i till n)e what it is?" 

'V]\r . ::lv real iliiiieultv is that I cannot tell 

• ■ . ■ • ■ 

I'":-!'. T-<-:t was ri:.^!it."' sai^l Honoria. gravely. 

T- ..' \{.i<. Tess,i liiM ynii?'* Ferris brought 

i: i:v:: ! '.:■ •.:ier. "1 »^!i"uM n-it havi l»i'lievcd 

f - •■ ■ 

' < »: . !■ ; .ilw.iys tells me thnifcjs." siiiil Honoria. 

A' \ • : ' .:lv. .-.'.■ ^ U'^'-'l t«.j. She has ^jn^vn >o- 

,'■" ! ■ '.. I: !..i- :r ;:blei! nie. I h.ive trie*! 

'■ ! ■ ': ■ V t - !.:. !.■:.. »■ 1 .'i-.n't n'.ean alniut v«>u. 
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"more than for any one, I think, except her 
child." 

Honoria made no reply. 

"She trusts you; she would be guided by you. 
I tried to influence her about an important mat- 
ter, and I failed. I aroused her displeasure, and 
she—" 

"Yes," interrupted Honoria, ''she told me what 
she said." 

" She told you — ^what she said ?" 

"She apologized," said Honoria. "She said she 
felt she ought to, but all the same the thing is 
done." 

"It must be undone!" exclaimed Ferris, eagerly. 

"How?" asked Honoria. She turned to him an 
unsmiling face. Her composure had assumed the 
character of sternness. Suddenly this gentle, this 
tolerant woman, the tenderest he had ever known, 
had become a being to placate. 

"You are hurtl" he cried. 
A little," admitted Honoria. 
I would rather have died," said the man, de- 
liberately. " It would be better if I had. It would 
be best for everybody — there is still time.** 

" But you are going to get betterl" cried Honoria. 
"I was going to help you, to save you. I meant 
you should get well, and now — " She put her two 
hands upon her eyes ; she could not bear to look at 
him. "Don't!" she pleaded, '' don't r 

She rose and flung open a window. He could 
see that she struggled for her compostu^ before 
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she turned. **You arc faint. Do you want the 

brandy?" 

Ferris shook his head. 

** I do not want anything but what I cannot 
have — your care, your kindness. You sec, I have 
de|K.*nded upon them a Rood while. I am afraid/' 
he selected his words sl«nvly, "I am afraid I should 
fin«l it hard to learn V) do without them." 

I h »n< iria's tidl figure seemed to sink inch by inch 
into the cushioned chair. 

**Pn»fessor," she pleaded, **I never thought of 
such a thing in all this while. I never thought of 
it." 

** Ynu do not need in tell me that!" cried Ferris. 

**I never thou>:ht anybody could mistake any- 
thinj^." Ilnnoria quivered. " I am so used to taking 
care "f sick iH'"j)le." 

"I sbiuld as s<Hm mistake the Infmite Mercy," 
sai«l Ferris, solemnly. 

In the small light of the candle they regarded 
one .in'lluT miseral»lv. In Hnnoria's calm eves the 
sw*' I u!u • »n<ei' >usness that had answered his cx- 
tr» TTiity s«» Inng assunu-d a light veil like the piece 
f ■!" i:.iM.:'- t!i:iL a wi »man ties alw »ut her lace. Through 
l!:v. < \ i'li'-ite el'ai«l she l<M.ked at him timidly. 

'I: I '-:. uH g» away — n'l t»»-morrow, nnt this 
wr- k. 1 '\ » n'>t me.in too (juiekly- jHThaj^s if I 
\\\:i\ l».i' k t I the lI-^piUil-lvMl. *!•» yu think you 
f»:i!i ii: ::: i.;*- to >:it aL^ng wiihi>ul me? You 
rr.i/'.l yr w .• l:'!l«* sir-'n^'iT K-f'-re I l«!t y-ai." 

N .V l-t:::, \\a l;i< l:.i:vls bef^TC hi> I'Wn eyi 
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All the savage impulse of a man to have the truth 
out of the soul of a woman whom he must not love 
— all the more because he must not love her — pos- 
sessed him at that moment. It would be so easy 
to speak; it might be so comforting to hear. He 
felt that it w£ls the most dangerous moment of 
his life. At the same time, he was curiotisly con- 
scious how men of the world would reg^Ltd such a 
situation, or the character of the emotion which 
it created in him. He recalled incidents that he 
had heard — not in detail, but in effect — ^the talk 
of clubs — the standards of gay life. For an in- 
stant his rebel heart arose and demanded what he 
called his right; but that which is stronger than a 
man's rebellion, or a man's rights, held him back. 
" Honor 1" he whispered. '* Honor r 
It was as if out of his weakness and her sadness 
he appealed to something greater than his longing 
or her leaning, to something larger than the fate 
which was thrusting them apart. It was as if he 
pleaded with some tmknown, mysterious power, 
mightier than the tempest in him, or the forced 
calm in her. 
"Honorl" he repeated; "tell me what to dol" 
** There is never any way," said Honoria, "ex- 
cept to do what is right. . . . But how can anybody 
tell ... for any one else?" 

At that moment a gust from the open window 
quenched the candle, and the rose light went out 
Where she sat, so far from the lamp upon the 
study table, it was quite dusk. Ferris could scarce- 
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ly sec her outlines, which seemed to be 
him. For a wild moment his submerged nature 
rose. The consciousness that one is beloved is 
more precious than the expression of love, and he 
wh( ) w( )uld have flung his Ixxly to any brutal death 
before he would swerve in deed, trembled before 
the exquisite approach of an unacknowledged fed- 
iiii^'. lie found himself lashed to a position ancient 
as human life, and as compact of danger. Mad 
wnnls templed his lips, but these refused them. 
He looked at Honoria more entreatingly than 
])assi()nately. It was as if he appealed to her to 
proleei him fmm himself, even as he challenged 
his s;ine seh" to jirotect her from his alienated 
t ine. 

HMiiuria looked at him gently. She leaned a 
liltU* away fnini him. 

Ill the (lark their human hands met, as if they 
l.;ul lurii spirits — and dropped apart. Like a 
^jjirii shi' eluded him — and he heani her shut the 
d«H.r. Bn>ken words lloaletl back to him. 

"Sleep! Sleep!** he thought she said. "That 
will In 1]» y»ni most «»f anythinj^.** 

Ihaven liMii'Ted luT l»eneiliclion. and vnxh its 
i;ii!'ii. e ihiiniiiv: in his ears, the worn man sus- 
]K-:i.Ir-i the eontliet which the strong call \"ictor>' 

111^ ••-.111 t -t li iVe. 

lie w. .kf. renewed :ind rcS'ilved. The April 
IT'.' rv.in^j ii!l'-! •?>• r-ni It was now the third 
\\f«k i-t the iii"ii*:i .tin! .Ml earlv s])ring. Between 
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happier than we have been lately. Because, you 
see — " His sentence fell, unfinished. He was dis- 
turbed to find how embarrassed he was when he 
tried to declare himself to his wife. Tessa flung 
her graceful body back against the pillows of her 
husband's bed and settled herself as if for a long 
talk. 

" Of course, I know what you mean,"she admitted. 

"Tessa," demanded Myrton, suddenly, "do you 
want things to be different? Do you want to love 
me?" 

Tessa was silent. She twirled her wedding ring, 
and the diamond above it catight a fleck of sunlight 
and flashed in his face. 

"Sometimes I do," she answered, slowly. 

"Do you want me to love you?" persisted Myr- 
ton. 

Tessa's long, black lashes lifted swiftly. A 
startled look darted from under them. This crept 
back like some little wild thing to its covert. 

"I always supposed you did," she said, bluntly. 
"Don't you?" 

Ferris did not immediately answer. His wife's 
head turned on his pillow, and he felt that she 
watched him stealthily. 

"You know that I didn't mean a word of what 
I said yesterday," she exclaimed, with her natural 
impatience. " I have apologized to Honor. I told 
her that I was ashamed of myself." 

"Honoria is going away," observed Ferris, 
quietly. 
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"Going awayf*' Tessa sprang from the pOloir 
anri siit up, vivid and straight. "But I cannot 
]X)ssibly have Honor go away. Wc cannot spare 
her. I am very fond of Honor. I should miss 
her — and so would you." 

'*That is not the question — whether I should 
miss her/* said Ferris, slowly. 

** Hut I could never take care of vou — not even 

if I tried my best!" cried Tessa. " It isn*t in 

•» 

me. 

"That is not the question, cither; if there is no- 
bod v to take care of me — it makes no difference, 
Tess;i: Honoria is going away." 

** And you arc going to let her?" 

** Yes. I am going to let her." 

Ferris enunci;ited these words with deliberate 
distinctness. They fell ujjon Tessa's ears like the 
ticking «>f a cUxrk. They seemed as irrevocable as 
the i^assing of time. Tessa was not stupid, and she 
unil<TstHxl. It was not necessary for Myrton to 
admit it. She underst^wl why Honoria was going 
away. The st^irtleil spark in her eyes wavered to 
a flicker of mortified vanity. It had always been 
hrr ]iri<lc that her husl^and was the most incurable 
l>v('r she had ever had. She had never believed 
it pM^sililc that sh.c cniiM n'ally lose him. All the 
arts and instincts of the woman who lives on ad- 
Tnirati»n rose within h,er. She felt that she must 
ktM'p him at wh.iti'vcr i«'St. 

•*.\n' ynu pr.iiij^' t • i.ill in Inve with her?" she 
askeil, in a grievol unilertnne. 
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" God help me — nor' said Ferris, in a lower tone 
than hers. He staggered up from his chair and 
over to the couch. On the edge of it he sat down, 
and before she could speak again he had taken his 
wife into his arms. His agitation was great. 

"Tessa," he pleaded, "Tessa, let us help each 
other. Give me your confidence and I will give 
you mine. I don't want to keep anything from 
you. I will tell you every thoughti every feeling 
I have had — if you would care to have me — ^if you 
will love me, Tessa, as you used to do. Don't you 
see, my girl? It isn't easy for a fdlow — sick all 
the time, and nobody to care. If we should go on 
as we have been, if we should go on as we are — 
how can we tell ? I suffer a good deal, Tessa ; you 
don't understand that. I have been pretty deso- 
late. You don't imderstand that." 

" No," said Tessa. " You see, 1 never have been 
sick." 

"There is nobody I reverence more than 1 do 
Honoria," Ferris hurried on. "I can't help that. 
You must imderstand it. She is the first saint I 
ever knew who was a real woman." 

' * Yes, ' ' said Tessa. " That's the odd thing about 
Honoria. She's a mixtiu^ of both — ^like change- 
able silk." 

"She has carried herself in a hard position/' 
Ferris proceeded, deliberately, "in a way that I 
don't know how to describe. She has never made 
a mistake — not once. She has been just as loyal 
to you as she has been kind to me." 
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''Nobody understands that better than I do," 
interrupted Tessa. 

'' But I don't think. Tessa, that I ought to be 
oblige<l to depend upon another woman — ^not my 
wife — for so much kindness, so much care. I don't 
think it is best/' he added, with the incisive, 
masculine emphasis which generations of bewfl- 
dercd men have put upon that convenient wofd. 

Then his manner changed. His natural candor, 
his conscious innocence, his real affection for his 
wife |x:)urcd like molten metal into words that, it 
seemed to him, must take lifelong shapes and stand 
like iron statues in the deserted garden of their 
married happiness. 

"Tessa, listen to me! People can't treat mar- 
riage as they do anything else in the world. It 
isn*t a flirt;! tion, it is an obligation— don't you 
sec? There are those who call it a sacrament. 
No matter how it disappoints or — hurts, one has to 
make the best of it." 

•*()h, I suppose so," said Tessa, drearily. 

" And there is no such thing as doing that unless 
there is some common gn^und to get on." He 
enuiiciatc<l these simi)lc wortls distinctly, as he 
wuiiM to a chiM whom he was trying to teach an 
unwrlomie lesson. "The only thing I know that 
will TTLike a man and woman happy, and keep them 
s«». is l»ve. Tc.tsie. Y«)U and I have never thought 
nuK h — not m* m^^h — ah* mt these things. Mar- 
ri.i^^e may be like the S' lul in the oUl theolc^ they 
usc-il t«' ])reach (•> us it must l»e lK>m again to 
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live. Love is all there is, Tessa. There is nothing 
else in this world. I've fotind that out; haven't 
you?" 

Tessa pushed away Philos, who had sprawled 
upon her lap, jealously pawing at the master's 
hands which covered hers. She did not answer. 

"But even," continued Ferris, less eagexly be- 
cause less easily, "even if love should cease, duty 
would not. Duty would have just b^;un. The 
determining not to be wrong — ^to be right, and do 
right, whether one is happy or not — that is always 
possible." 

" You ought to have been a minister, Myrton," 
suggested Tessa, with one of her sly smiles. 

Myrton looked down at the slight creature whom 
he held in his trembling arms ; he felt half strangled. 
Suddenly that which he had purposed to do ap- 
peared as preposterotis as it would be to teach 
Philos to scan an Anglo-Saxon poem. The remote- 
ness of his wife's nature from his own had never 
seemed so great as at this moment when he was 
trying to reclaim it into approach. Then he re- 
membered that he had chosen Tessa. She had 
not chosen him. He had persisted, and she had 
yielded. He had loved, and she had replied. For 
their mutual mistake and misery, he must be an- 
swerable; he was a man. If he wore her like a 
girdle of thorns for the rest of his life, what of 
it ? Men had done as much and more before 
him. 

"Myrton," said Tessa, abruptly, "do you re- 
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member how many times vou offered yourself to 
me?" 

*'A j:[<x^l many, wasn't it, Teasic?" 

** Five/* rei)He(l Tcssii, proudly. She counted 
off her fingers. "And this makes six." She ended 
with the marriafje finger, where the diamond bum- 
vi\ ahovc her wetiding ring." 

** Kiss it. Myrton," she demanded. It was one 
of till* pretty little tricks of her honeymoon — Tessa 
had hoen a bewitching bride — and Myrton's heart 
fused within him like hardening slag tossed back 
into a furnace. 

*"^t•;l^il^ Teasie!" he crie<l. "We did love each 
()thrr Can*t we tr\' again.' Let us begin all over. 
It is liard to be married — and not Vy be happy, 
1 i*asio. 

"N'lS." saitl Tessa, "it's hard all around. You 
ha\tirt had it all t«> y<>unk?lf, Myrton." 

"('"mr!* rummandcil Myrt(»n. in a vibrating 
Vi'iif. He hcM out his arms from which his wife 
li;i! -'.ijjjicd hack ujvm the ]»ill»>w while they were 
t.iiki!!^. "Sliall we make the best nf each other, 
Trs-.t. afirf all? Will you tr\' to love me, Teasie 

;:s \ . .11 U<C'l to jIo?" 

■ '^■|-.■' .isNfTiicil Tcss;i. slowlv, "I will trv. I 
:.::\ .. '. -li'MS lillK- In-ast. but I will lr\". . . . You 

.ir. .1 : I ni.tn. .Mvn •:!. Y'>u arc better than 

1 ;-t: •' 

A- ! t^ It !': 'A • !:.rr in.iltiT." Ferris pleaiNxl. 
;'?i*. ■'•. '. :: V. 'i ': ■ ..-. 1 .iskfl? Y«»u will put a 
St"! t ' it ' <»! i ''irM'. \"\i Mt' 




"Yes," replied Tessa, looking straight before her 
out into the April day. "I see. I will do what 
you said. Only, Myrton, I shall have to see him 
once, just once, to explain, you know." 

"Has it gone so far as that?" thought Ferris. 
But aloud he only said : 

" I am sorry, Tessa. I should have hoped that 
were not necessary." 

"And I promise you, I promise ,** vowed Tessa, 
"that I will never have anything more to do with 
him. Ill stop, Myrton, I will, indeed. I won't 
flirt any more. I am sick of it. I will settle down 
and bring your tray, and poiu* out your medicine, 
and all that. . . . Why don't you Idss my ring?" 

"I did," said Myrton. 

"Once isn't enough," said Tessa. His lips 
brushed the ring, but crushed her mouth which 
Tessa lifted suddenly. He could not remember 
when his wife had offered to kiss him before. He 
held her as a man holds something precious which 
he is determined not to lose. Neither spoke. He 
thought, " God help us!" But what Tessa thought 
he knew that he should never know. It occurred 
to him that God did. 

" Myrton," said Tessa, " I used to love you very 
much — I did, I did! And I've been a little beast 
since you've been sick. ... I'll make Honoria teach 
me how to treat you decently. ..." 

She kissed him and left him, and then she came 
back and graciously suggested that he should kiss 
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her dimple, " as he used to do." She said she 
tired rmt and must have the air. She put her aims 
about his neck and rested her chin upon his hair, 
and so she left him in earnest, and he heard her 
sinj^iny in the hall. 

PrfSi*ntly he siiw her through the window going 
down the walk with the scarlet jacket on her arm. 
Ilonoria went with her, and they talked together 
for a little while, and Honoria came back to the 
hniist'. 'Hien Trip ran out, bareheaded, in his blue 
l;lciuso, antl called, "Mommer! Mommer!" 

Tt'ssci tume<l and waitcil for him. Ferris saw 
lur dasj) the child and kiss him several times, and 
tlicTi Trii). loo. came back, and Tessa walked down 
ihr l'ln^^ wann street between the rows of college 
dins. 

Thi' mominR brnadenod and brightened. Ho- 
ii'irii ( iiir.r in <|uiftly and asked if he wanted any- 
iliiii;^'. l»vii s5)c did UMt st;iy. She, too, it seemed. 
wrTii •»\ii. At nt)on Tcssii had not returned, but 
thr rinuinsiancc was not noticed bv anv one ex- 
II ;: liiT husband. It came on to Ix^ half-past 
t.\.!.i- i.M'iik, and he bcyjan to Ik* rt*stless and 
w.ii. liri. Hrymd the president's house, where 
!!• \) vw K.lumns stiM^l white in the noon, the 
li.i: .jiiMTrd .\^ l\ rris \\\\\\ his eyes upon it 
!.:. i. '■■.:'. iir \\\\ tr.r in.iriiir i^l.iss hanging iMi tlie 

I k« ■.'••. II- i»k \\\v >:Liss and adjusted it 

li 1- '\\\ \\ . 

1 1 >:.t\c b.ick t'> iii:n wiiii st:irtling distinctness 
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the green, wcxxled bank, the shimmering blue river, 
the gray arch of the stone bridge where the current 
was strong. It gave the lithe shape of a single 
canoe paddling slowly down. In the boat were two 
passengers, a woman and a man — a spark of red, 
a dot of blue. At the bend of the river, on the 
other side of the bridge, as Ferris stood watching, 
before his staring eyes the canoe went over. He 
saw one little, scarlet> arm thrown up— and then 
the marine-glass dropped from his hand and shiv- 
ered with a crash upon the floor. 




XV 




I'LL wash my face for Auntie Hon- 
Or." said Trip. "But I won't do it 
for you. You're too long." 

Jane Ferris, with red checks, a 
white af)ron. and a soapy hand, 
a^ntendeti with Trip in the bath- 
room, where he sUhmI intrcncheil. When she came 
t(M» near he turned a faucet and S]xittered hot 
water on her. She ])n^testotl. plaintively. 

"Why, Trij)! Why, Trip! Aunt Honor is as 

tall :is I am.'* 

" H Ml she isn't so /<>ii,c.*' arj^etl Trip. "I don't 
lik'.- \ in lonj^. I like 'em short. I Hke *em the 
w.iy my jiretty Mummer was— she never got soap 
ill my eyes: I uset.l to like my Mommer." Some- 
i!nr.:^' tlsi.- than so.tj) ^ot into Trip's eyes. The 
ihil 1 '\\v^ at them with his ^'rimy. small knuckles. 

'"ri.i-re »l«»ii'i si'ern t«» U* anvlxulv for lx>vs hut 
m -mriii rs." s.ii<l Trii». t"rl«»nilv. Then the litUc 

• ■ 

m.;ii ui'iil s.tvai:i'. aivl tiinu^'l uix»n himsi'lf and all 
ll.r v.-'fl ! t ' avr!!::«' his exo'ss of emi»lion. " W^u 
li:::!r..- l-i- .I'l-l Til w.i^li lMnl>'s lACt' instead of 
u\'-. I'll ^ 'i;« !;im 'n v»Msle him "n duck him 'n 
il.a k l.'.ir. im !i r III i:i\e him a whojipiiig big 
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barth, sir, 'n then 111 hang him out on the lines to 
dry. rU starch him 'n iron him if you say so. If 
youVe got to have somebody barthed, 111 barth 
Philo. You can go now," commanded Trip, 
haughtily. 

Adroitiy and stoutly two dirty hands, with the 
future of a college athlete in their little muscles, 
pushed Miss Ferris, sliding and resisting, to the 
door. Before she knew what had happened to hot 
she stood panting in the hall, and she heard the 
key snap in the lock. 

** Next time you let a man wash himself i" yelled 
Trip through the key-hole. " What do you know 
about barthing a boy? You haven't never had 
any. Come, nowl" 

Jane Ferris took off her apron ; it was drenched. 
With trembling hands she spread it on the side of 
the hamper to dry. She would bear all the trials 
that her position at the head of his house had 
brought upon her for Myrton's sake. But she fdt 
that the situation had come to a crisis between 
herself and Trip. With her handkerchief at her 
eyes she went to find his father. 

It was a mid siunmer day and hot. Jane trav- 
elled heavily down-stairs in search of M5rrton. His 
piazza-chair was unoccupied, and in the study he 
was not to be foimd. She glanced into the ripe 
garden ; it was empty of him. As he could neither 
walk nor ride beyond the boundaries of his own 
place, his sister sank into one of the nests of anx* 
iety in which she had always brooded over Myrtoo. 
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She hurried back up-stairs — ^he seldom moantBd 

the stairs, and only with great difllculty — but 

could tell ? She ran from room to room. 

day when Myrton's wife and that unfortmiate lad 

had gone to what Jane called " their long 

she had never seen Myrton enter Tessa's 

The door was closed, but it was not h 
she ])ushed it ncr\'ously without the ceremony of a 
kn(x:k. It was t(X) late to retreat; it was "yw- 
sihle to go on ; and Jane stood still. 

Kvor>'thing in the room was just as Teva had 
left it ; he had allowed nothing to be toudied. 
bcil, with its lace draj^cries and canopy. 
cm])ty and smooth— the crimson couch at its faoL 
The iirci)lace was swept and cold. A blind IVM 
(^{K^n at one of the windows, and the murky Augosfc 
sun scttleil heavily into the room; the light had n 
thick, unnatural apixvinincc like the coloring wUdi 
filtratcHl across the world after the volcanic enqK 
ti«>n in Kratiik(>a. 

Tlic cut-^lass and silver on Tessa's dressing-tafain 
sh'>\vcil oran^'e rt*<l. In the pier-glass that had 
jnvitusly rcllcctotl Tessa's picturesque oontonn^ 
Jane I'l-rris st«>«Hl *'lonjj," as Trip had called 
SIic wi'ir {\w ^in}<[ham house-clrcss, not unlike 
hoUM-inai'l's. in which she was accustomed to 
vise hiT l»r. 'tlu-r's h^mschold till after luncheon. In 
thr iMV-uiri-liW Tcss;i's writing-<lesk had never 
lu-ru iliNturhol. ll'>n«>ria had suggested that she 
mi^'lit rx.imiiic it, tiniiilly askinjj, "Can't I do any* 
thin^ to ^jjarc y«iu all tliat jmn?" But Ferris had 
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overseeing the traveller's late dinner, and Honoria 
sat down beside him. As silent, but as evident as 
the alteration of the furniture in the house, was the 
change which Honoria felt in her relation to the 
professor. She could not have said whether it were 
of her making or his; she only knew that she was 
aware of an irritating constraint in his presence. 
This struck her as an abstirdity, and she settled her- 
self in her chair with an odd determination not at 
all uncharacteristic of Honoria's gentle temper 
when a matter of importance was at stake. There 
she stayed until she felt at ease, and as soon as 
she did she left him. They talked of little things 
— Trip and Philos, the floating hospital, and sailor 
hats. Of the past or of the future neither spoke. 
When she had eaten her supper she came back with a 
kind of dogged naturalness. In that little time some- 
thing indefinable had brushed him like the passing 
of a wing. Had he thought ? Or had he purposed 
not to think ? He held out his hand to her warmly. 

** I am glad to see you/* he said; as if there had 
been any doubt about it. " It is good to have you 
home again. Now you have got here — stay, Ho- 
noria.'* 

Honoria made no reply. Then Jane came in. 
Jane took the other easy-chair and talked about 
Trip. She related the history of the scene in the 
bathroom. The professor had never heard it be- 
fore, and he looked troubled. 

'* Besides that/* complained Jane, "he tises bad 
language. He says 'gee whizM" 
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Honoria laughed. " You should flee aome oC the 
faces we wash in the hospital. And as for language 
— ^Jane» in all your life you never Atorrf any bad 

language/* 

" You will look after Trip, won't you ?" asked the 
father, anxiously. "You always could do any- 
thing with the fellow." 

** Don't give it another thought,'* sakl Hoooria. 
"IwiUseetoTrip." 

The professor sighed contentedly. Pretty aooo 
he asked if she were too tired to r^d aloud. 

"Why. Myrton!'' objected Jane Ferris, "she has 
been travelling all day. You know I am always 
ready to read to you. But you don't let mc." 

A glint of merriment in Honoria 's eyes 
the uncontrollable s|)ark in the professor's. 

1 {( )iioria could not help imagining how Jane 
would read aloud — Evcly^i Hope, for instanoe»ora 
S< iiinct f n )m the Portuguese. Ann came in pres- 
vntly to announce a caller, and as soon as Jane had 
left the nxmi the professor sat up hard apiinst the 
S')i\i j)illi»\vs. 

** Thtrc lU'viT was a more excellent woman," he 
l»n»losl<'d, Inyally. ** I don't Ix'licve there is an« 
other ^istiT like hiT in the country. She reads 
.M.iria lid.i^i \v<»rlh ailmirably." 

"What will you have?" askc«l Honoria, running 
\u r ri!ij.:i'rs acp ns the sluKvs of the poetry alco\*e. 
Instiiulivcly she omilttd ihi* love poems. She 
i«»ok d'jwn his bii:. oM-fashionol Wordsworth— 
ll;c one covered in li^ht sheepskin — and read the 
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Ode to Immortality. She read it with a fervent 
serenity, as if they had been two old people with 
life behind them. Then she took the " Excursion'' 
C something in long sentences, without too much 
punctuation"), and while she read he slept. Ho- 
noria laid down the book and watched him steadily 
and silently. Suddenly he spoke. 

*• I have not been asleep — only resting. . . . Did 
you see the portrait when you were in Boston ?" 

"Several times." 

"Is it going to be good? WiU it be like her?" 
asked Ferris, eagerly. 

"I think so. Of cotirse it is at the dangerous 
stage ; it might tiun out either way. But I believe 
you will like it. It has Tessa's pose and coloring. 
The expression is always a lottery, you know. But 
I think it will be a comfort to you." 

"I want something we can hang up in Trip's 
room," explained Ferris. "That is, by and by — 
when he grows older. She did love Trip." 

" I know," said Honoria. Her eyes filled. " And 
I loved her," she added, gently. 

" That is why it is so comforting to me to have 
you home again," said Myrton Ferris. 

Yes," answered Honoria, "I tmderstand." 



<( 



The winter set in early. It came about in- 
evitably that Ilonoria resiuned her old position in 
the household, which distinctly recognized her as 
the nurse of its invalid. To this mission she dimg 
with a kind of divine obstinacy. She resdutdy 
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ignorcfl the constniint l^^twccn hersc*lf and Tessa's 
husband, which at first had grateil ujx)!! her scmsi- 
bilitics and j^ood sense, and under this hemic treat- 
ment it gradually declined. With her purpose to 
siive her patient, she determined that nothin}; so 
small should interfere. 

'* I am Kf>ing to take you to ride next week." she 
s;iid nnc November day. "There arc things we 
must do with you; there aa* experiments that fn? 
must tr\'. You see, I must make you better. I 
must cun* you befr»re I g(\" 

*■ Htforo you go where?" Ferris looked up from 
the third lecture «m stvle. on which he had been at 

m 

work. *' And when are you going?" 

"(Ml. I don't know wherc, ami I don't know 
when." rt'i^liiMl Ilonoria. '* I have my life t<i live. 

And «it* i-i)urse, you must see -" 

*' I di'ii't sie wliy you shouldn't live your life 
with Tiif— with us," jin»tested Ferris. 

"I)iTrt v<»tir" a^ked Honoria, 

SmiiuIiow her laugh hurt him; he thought she 
jt sti 1 witli l:is eaniestness, an^l he was conscious 
i'f i!is(f»TTit'"rt. H'mnria was morc destitute «>f 
srntiTniiit.iliiy !l::m any w«»man whom he had 
t \' r kii'wii. ^'^ t t'vrTi Hi^TiMria liad not f«»rgcitien 
t!:.;t \\K' l\.il «':4((' ]k-(Ii ;ib"Ul l«» Irave his house — 
n-r t'.r nas'iTi ui.v I\-rri<. ai'iKiri'nllv. had for- 

• • • 

g"*tr:i i? ; i-r V' .■ ti*t t!'.;it lit- ]\:v\ , it .iniounttHl to 

II'!: "T!:: 'A.i' •: * 'rV..i|;'V. I'lt slu» w.is ni»t at 
i:iM- S!:e ixjururue! iV.r'r.ic jvri'lexily. The 
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affection for her patient, whtph h^d aeemad 80 
natural while Myrton's wife lived, hi^lp by leaaOQ 
of Tessa's death, become an tincomfortablp thing. 
Honoria did not find herself more fre^ to ft^imft 
this emotion, but less so. She was inet at every 
ttun by the solemn readjustment which death 
gives to the pleasant facts of life. 

Myrton's bereavement seemed to have removed 
him from her indefinitely ; even his invalid depend- 
ence on her, she thought, had decreased. Their 
friendly kindness, their mutual content in each 
other's society had, somehow, passed from foTB- 
grotmd to perspective. The very simplicity and 
nobility of Honoria's nature and feeling made it 
harder for her to follow the movement of the gieat 
natural law against which she had ooooe up. She 
stood at the perilous point where many a friend- 
ship between man and woman has perished d the 
unrestricted liberty to cultivate it. 

Myrton lamented his wife with a fervor, it seem* 
ed, in proportion to the difficulty that he had ex- 
perienced in being happy with her. 

He blamed himself bittcHy, and at times mortnd- 
ly, for his faults, and Tessa's, too; for his mistakes 
and hers besides. He grieved for Tessa the more 
because their marriage had been the disaster that 
it was. Had he forgotten that he ever fought for 
his soul's breath in any ciurent of feeling that did 
not set towards his dead wife ? Or did he remem- 
ber, and regret? 

In the early autuntm Ferris's little book had 
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come out. He called it by the title of his second 
choice, The Book of the Fricfuis. It was a small 
affair, what one of our American poets tised to 
call a booklet. But it was slight in no other sense. 
The* critics applau(le<l it as one of the books that 
have bIcKxl in thorn. A reviewer with more per- 
ception than the rest said, "This is the beating of 
a heart." 

A j^Iance at the brief table of contents indicated 
the simi)licity and sincerity of the book: " Solitude — 
Sickness — Sorrow"; it dealt with these three alone 
of all among the friends of the soul. 

I*]vcr\' i)age was so packcfl with thought that one 
must return and reread the b<X)k to estimate the 
refinement of its feeling, civ even the quality of its 
style, for it had quality, and it had style. 

It was, in fact, a mon(»dy on pain. Rut it haci 
the masculine kev frf»m first to last — endurance, 
ei»ura^e, cheerfulness. There was not a weak note 
in it. 

S' imelhing after Christmas-time Honoria brought 
in with the mail one day a letter to the pmfessi>r 
fp'in Ills jmblishers. lie oj^uinI it languidly. !>ut 
wlii-n hf hail reail it his face j>ale<l with ple;isune. 
With' ail a w^nl lie hande*! it t«» her. 

"My Mi'KR SlK. — It i:r;ilifirs us In lx« ahlo tn icll \-ou 
lh.it V'-'ir l"»«'k is mnvin;: xraiiilly. It h.is ala-ady far 
sr:ri'.is-i •! y- ■■ir fx;-! i l.iTJ. itis. i.r rVi-ii uUP*. .\ iifW rtlxtum 
1- -.ti I'fi '^N. :i»i'I .i:i''thi r will s»»'n \k' lui-ilnl. The unicTK 
;ir» I ■ .Ti:iri.' i:: r-ij-i'llv. 

' I hi N-» K \\u\ N- .1!'. I!". {Mf-iti-iiiablc success, and 

204 



allei Jtt 

beg to ask if you cannot follow it at onoe with somsthing 
else while the attention of the public is fixed upon you? 
We should be glad if you would give us a monograph of 
a different sort — perhaps an appreciation of some poet 
to whom you feel yourself especially akin. 

** We should be happy at any time to publish your lect- 
ures in the department from which we understand you 
have resigned. The position which this little book will 
give you with the general public would xeinforoe your 
professional reputation* and give an interest to such a 
venture. Our house has always done something in the 
line of educational work, and we should hope to make 
yours the text-book in your department. We have looiked 
into the subject, and are convinced that something new 
and vigorous is needed to stimulate the study of T^tig^lA 
letters in our schools and colleges. 

••We are, yours very truly» 

and Co/' 

Honoria handed the letter back to him without 
a word. Her eyes were exqtiisite with his reflec t ed 
pleasure. 

"After all," he said, pathetically, "I may be 
able to get at something again. I suppose lectur* 
ing to boys isn't really the only way to do a man's 
work." 

"You have always done a man's woikl" cried 
Honoria ; " you have suffered like a man, not like 
a woman." 

" But you tell me that women bear sufiEering bet- 
ter than men." 

"So they do/' admitted Honoria. "As a race, 
they do. They have more patience than men. 
But you have fortitude — that is harder and gxeater, 
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You have endliml like a man, hot like a dave. Ti 
will make this ovct to sick people — ^the wdfld ii 
packed with them! So few know how to treat 
them — it is like rude nursing, the way they are 
handled; it hurts more than it hdpa. They will 
say, 'Here is some one who trnderataiida.* They 
will read and remember. Evert if it doesti't seal 
to make any difference in their misery at the time, 
it will come back to them. It will be like one oC 
the deep-working remedies; it will go to the aeat 
of the malady. Some day, even if they don*t 
know what did it, they will be better, they will be 
happier. And if they do know, they will blMa 
you. And you will have earned their blessing.'* 

Moved by her o\mi emotion, and half r e grett ing 
that she had expressed it — without caution, with- 
out reflection, swung along by one of her own 
natural, beautiful impulses — Honoria abruptly left 
the n)om. Ferris stare<l after her. 

•• Why didn't she stay and talk it over with me?" 
he thought. 



The winter went cheerfully. The pPof< 
cui>i(*d himself with preparing his lectures for the 
jiress, and Honoria occupied herself with him. 
Thi-re is an invisible line in convalescence, known 
t'> f'ver>' nurse and i)hysician, lx»yond which a pa- 
tient d'HS not advance without what may be called 
the rlfclririty of fate. Honoria perreived that Fer- 
ris di'l tiot pass tliat line. She was conscious that 
she c<mld do nothin^^ more for him; and in the 
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spring she told him so, ^d prepared to yi44 tllQ 
case. 

'' I have exhausted my resotutres/' s^e ^ai4. 

To his protests shp made no reply. Tp his en- 
treaties she returned irrelevant answers. Ferns 
was astonished and hxut. After a few f utile e^Qftt 
he ceased to push the matter, and ^onoria went 
away. She did not retmn to her stunfner wor); V[^ 
Boston, but accepted a position in New York. 
It was a severe post in a suigical ward. F^rrif 
thought of her anxiously, a^d wrpte often. Sb» 
replied kindly. In a few yfeda^ ^q wrote that 
she had been promoted, and was now superintend* 
ent of the muring staff. Tt^ere was a ton^ ot fini4- 
ity about this letter which trouble Ferris. He 
answered briefly and superficially. 

The summer was hot, and he Iqs^ stnengtl). 
Smarting under a sense of what he wais ple^tsed to 
call Honoria's desertion, he did not teU her tbia. 
September was a warm month and a wealf one. 
Ferris half hated the eternal stmshino. It pQinwl 
on forever. The earth seemed to shrink, a tciit|0- 
tant Danae, from the shower of gcdd. Ferns WW 
so dejected that he could see nothing beautift|I 
about it. 

'' I should like a black frost better," he said to 
Jane. 

He was sitting on the piazza one day alone wit)^ 

Philos, when President Hildreth can^ around the 

comer of the house without the oet?n)pny of a 

knock. He had the manner whi<^h Ferris )^d 
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learned to associate with an hnportant < 
and after a few common places had passed bctw 
the two the protvsaoT said so in his direct Esahao 

"What is it, Hildreth? Bad news?" 

" Not for you." answered the president, qoiddyj 
"It is a persona) matter. It concena myielf," 

"You have accepted a diplomatic positjon." 
sctvckI Ferris. " I shall miss ytni. HOdreth." 

"You go too fast," rephet! Mr. Hildrcth. 
have accepted nothin;;; at least not yet. My ) 
lie career depends partly on my pri\-ate offoirL" 

The president did not look at the professor 
be spoke. His strong, experienced ppTifile cd 
no more be read than a hieroglyph without the It 

"Nijw, what docs be mean by thai?" tbot^hl 
Ferris. Mnrc abruptly than he was in the Iwbit e 
speidcing, the other s&u\: 

" Do you expect Miss Tryde to return tu 1 
ledge?" 

" MLss Tryde makes her own pkuu ol Kfe," 
served Ferris, not without Bome constr^nL 
have no contrtd over them. Hy bouse is hen, < 
course, whenever she wishes to honor it; ft:*- I 
present she seeins to be absortwd in her < 
Wi«nen ore, in these days." 

" But not her kind o( a woakan," exdoimed < 
president " I do not like to think of her as Uvi 
that — iievere Ufe. I wish she were out of that i 
fcr — that hospital." 

"Allow me to swear for you — I've 
That infcmjd liospitall I'll be your proxy I 
•7' 
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a warmer adjective, if you say so/' interrupted 
Ferris. 

" She is as inaccessible where she is/' suggested 
Hildreth, "as if she were pursuing the avocations 
of an angel — ^whatever those may be. The usual 
htmian motives and methods do not reach her. 
Do you find that they do?" he added, in a tone 
whose significance it was impossible for a fine ap- 
prehension to mistake. 

Now Ferris looked straight at his friend. His 
own face had not changed color, but it had shriv- 
elled and aged. 

"I have ventured to wonder," continued Hil- 
dreth, choosing his words with obvious precision, 
'* whether this is so of accident or of intent ; whether, 
in short, there is any ftmdamental purpose in her 
preoccupation. I mean, whether one would be in- 
trusive who should to any extent disttub it. In 
short, I have allowed myself to question whether 
there could be any reason why one would not be 
at liberty to — influence her, if that were conceiv- 
able — in the direction of sparing herself. Her 
duties must be extremely arduous." 

Ferris felt the tension of a crisis for which speech 
was not subtle enough, and for which a noble 
perception was the only vocabulary. He looked 
ofl towards the river through the hot air. The 
water drank the wearisome rain of sunshine con- 
tentedly. 

*' No," he answered, very slowly, " I do not know 
of any reason why Miss Tryde ^ould not be per- 
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suaded — if that were poesible— to chooM 
exhausting and exacting method of life. 

"Let mc move your sct»cn," Hjkliotb propooed. 
"Tbe light is in your eyes." 

He went away without anoUier word. The two 
men parted warmly, but they did not shake bjwds. 
Thv sun reached arouml the scram; Fkttu sat in 
the vinelight with closed eyes. He wni thinkiim. 
" What docs this mean ^ Stimething is behind it. 
I suppQsa the man mtcnds to give me a chance. 
It is like him. Well— I will give him his." 

Ferris's heavy lids lifted, and his eyes swvni 
towards the gleaming river; his Ups momt 

"Poor Te»al" they said. 

That evening a Iong-4istance call n«abed &pn 
Routlcdgc to New Yorlc, and Pra(e«KV Porit d»- 
numded the superintendent uf nuracs ia the bo^ii- 
tai which he hod nmg up. He was told tha| cbf 
was oil duty; she was exhausted from overworiE* 
and the house physidaii had ortlered her to da 
she could not be disturbed. He left his name a 
number, and went back to the st«dy. Within aa 
hourthesinglccall of hu private wire itnick thitH^;b 
the hr'uac, Tbe night was dear and windlosc, 
with the thrilling distinctness a{ a lltile, he hi 
Hanoria's voice, soiroely raised above its usual 
mdodiotu pilch. 

"What is it, profenor? \V)»t has happvied 
Are you worse?" 

"I don't know," repUM Ferris, honestly 

" Do yqu know what you called ma up forr* 
'1* 
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" Perfectly. I want you to come home." 

" I am sorry hot to oblige you. My eugilgemtot 
here Is imperative." 

** Go back to your engagement afterwards, if you 
will. I want you to ccnne home. It is a matter 
of importance. I want to see you ; I must see you." 

"Is it really necessary?" asked Honoria, in her 
business tone. 

''It is necessary to me. I don't know whether 
it will be so to you." 

"Very well," said Honoria, after an ominous 
hesitation, '' I will see what can be done. The most 
I could ask for woUld be a short furlough. It is tiie 
most I would ask for. It could only be a matter 
of a few days." 

** A few days would do. I am very much obliged 
to you.** 

**You are sure you are not worse?" 

" You can judge for yoiurself when you get hfere." 

" You know I should be sorry for that," admitted 
Honoria. 

The receiver shook in his hand; he hung it up 
with difficulty when the music of her ceased upon 
the wire. 

In a few days she telegraphed that she had ob- 
tained a week's furlough, and would reach Rout- 
ledge the following night. 

Ferris immediately sent to the house with tiie 
white pillars a note, which ran: 

" t)BAR Prbsidbnt HiLDRBTtf , — ^Miss Tr3rd6 18 comht^ 
to-night to make us H few days' visit. I wonder if J^ou 
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cuuld make it poesililr to drive nvrr and meet her •! tfe* 

Junction ran the luriva] d the A. 30 trolnf I '•■«'ff"4. yoe 

know. I should like booui ooc to show ber the covmmf. 

" Pnith fully youni, Pbmis." 

Then he locked the door and awaited the feet 
o[ destiny. It did not seem to bdp the matter 
any that he bod in\*iU!d than to trample on him. 
He refused bis supper, and sut in the twilight like 
» miseraUe boy. An the dnrk grew on. he was 
aware nf a faint, attractive odnr in the rmm. He 
could think of no better udjc-ctive than to call it a 
sympathetic odor. He remembered that the coft- 
mos was blooming this year, and how he hod alway* 
thuu};ht that the perfume of it deepened at sunset. 
He thought of the beheaded cosmos wbid 
ficcii itself to pity htm aa the night 1 ~ 
brought homo hurt, throe yean ago. 
body, so now in Rpirit he felt gaibed and t 
and it was as if nothing ruder than hb flower* 
tmdcrstand why. 

He was consdoua that any other binnan h 
at all events, any other man — would have 1 
him, "Why, then, did you put youraelf in «iicfa 1 
position ? Whatever the outcnmc, you can't cc 
plain. It is nobody's fault but your own." 

At haU-ptut seven he heard whecU. He ' 
locked the ittidy-door. He did not go to meet I 
her, but she came in as he had kno«-n she would, at 1 
nooe. He was hurrying ta light his lamp. The J 
riiadc trembled from his hand and feD to the floor, f 

"Never mind." said Hcsioria. sootbinfily, «• if- J 
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he had been qtiite a sick patient. "Ann will sweep 
the pieces by-and-by. I will light the candle/* 

She brought the little English candle and set it 
down on the study-table between them. She threw 
off her hat and long travelling coat, but did not sit 
down. She looked to the invalid man very tall 
and strong. 

"WeU." she began, "what is it?" Her eyes 
were brilliant, and her color vivid. He thought, 
" I did not know that she was so beautiful." She 
took the candle and passed its pale, pink Ught over 
his face. 

" You did not tell me that you were worse." 

"I don't think it matters. Does it?" 

"That depends upon the point of view," said 
Honoria, with an abrupt change in the tempera- 
ture of her manner; he felt as if he needed fiuB to 
protect himself against it. 

" Did President Hildreth meet you at the Junc- 
tion?" 

"Oh yes." 

"And drove you home?" 

"Yes, he drove me home." 

"As he did the day you found Philos for me?" 

" I thought of that; so did Mr. Hildreth." 

"Are you going to marry him?" asked Ferris, 
outrigh t. 

Honoria made no reply. He felt her displeasure 
rising between them like a glass walL But he 
stumbled obstinately on. 

"Haei he asked you? . . . Don't look at me so. 
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I mean that I understand his podtion. I doQ*t 
think I am overstepping when I aak you if yop mm 
going to marry the president of T\ nutlfuljn Pnlhgii T' 

She picked up her hat and coat and tunad fram 
him. 

"Is that what you called me away from my 
hospital for?" she cried. 

He had never seen Honaria angry befovt. He 
would have tried to appease her. but befan ht 
could speak she had left the room. Ferris m% doVB 
before the stove and lighted the fim. He fstt 
chilly and weak. 

Out in the September night the stndeQti 
singing half a mile away. The wind set 
the professor's house, and he oould hear tbm 
quite plainly: 

**Xelly UHU a kh^iiy; 
I^t nifitu she dkdr 
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|ANE P&RRIS came into the study. 
What appealed to be an irklUoent 
gray doUd was thrown across her 
arm and stuted in the draught as 
she opened the door. The thing 
looked half alive. 
** Did you give Honoria my message?" asked the 
professor, impatiently. 

" Oh yes, brother, I gave her the messagts. She 
asked to be excused this evening. She has gone 
to her room for the night. I think she must be 
tired out — she looks it. She said she would see 
you the first thing in the morning." 

**I particularly wished to see her to-night»" 
urged Ferris. 

**That is what she said," repeated Jane Ferris. 
She came up to the lounge where he was tossing* 
and held out the billowy, transparent mass that 
clung to her hands. It was Tessa's butterfly dress. 
'' I have just been asking Honoria's advice abcHit 
this. I thought she would khow better thail I 
what to do with it. But she was not willing to 
touch it. She told me to ask you." 
"And she was quite right," imperiously said 
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Perm. " I have expressed my wishes before, 
one is to handle Tessa's things but myself, 
noria knows bow I feel about that Leave it I 
Jane." 

"I can sec my way dcariy about cw 
else," ui;ged Jane. " Her underdotbiog would 1 
a misaaaary bairct — two, perhaps. Hoit of T 
common dresses could go to Cousin Ophdio, wbo iu 
about her size, you knou'. That crinunn doth aad 
the eimine would fit out some ootle^ pA for thfCB 
or four winters. The University Society WDaldoD^ ■ 
be too grateful fur the blue vofle. and tbeiT 
lins, and her grenadine, and there h a 
dress with orange trimmings. That wouldlQ 
useful for some wnall, poor minister's wife i 
young family. The green suit — " Jane \ 
pierced by the arrow in Myrton's eyes. 

Partly to recover from her embarmsmciiC. i 
went iwisistently on: 

" But Ikis, I own, I don't know what to do i 
I can't think of anybody who would be likdy \ 
wear it. short of the Queen of England. PoorTa 
was BO very dressy, Myrton. and spent so mudi c 
her dothcs — Oh yes, I know you likod to ha«^ 
her. Aitd ihc dJd look pretty as a picture 
them," admitted Jane. 

Ferris hdd up his arms for the fthinunering a 

"Leave us together," he said: as if the | 
thing had been flesh and blooi). 

*' I do hope I haven't hurt ycnir feelings," 
Jane, and she left him as he hod asked. 
aSo 
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Ferris sat for a whUe without stirring. Tessa's 
dress filled his arms as if it had been Tessa — ^brill- 
iant, picttiresque, elfin. He caressed the gray 
tissue with his long fingers; he thought the silken 
butterflies started beneath his touch. Once a gust 
from the open window took the dress and tossed 
it up against his shoulder. He bent and laid his 
cheek upon it. His eyes were wet. 

"Poor Tessa!" he said. 

Suddenly it occtured to him that there was some- 
thing he had meant to do — ^he, himself, alone— with 
Tessa's clothes. No doubt it was imnecessary, but 
it would be safer. His hand groped for a podcet in 
the embroidered gauze, but he found nothing of the 
kind. He was about to abandon the idea when 
something cnickled tmder his hands in the long, 
gray silk imderskirt, where, it seemed, an apology 
for a pocket had been permitted by the modiste. 
From this he drew a piece of crumpled paper and 
held it to the light. He did so doggedly. He fdt 
that there was nothing else to be done. The writ- 
ing was not Tessa's, but the words were addressed 
to Tessa. He glanced, but did not finish reading, 
and flung the paper into the failing fire. A coldt 
shiirp f^lint like the point of an icicle formed in his 
eye. He pushed the dress from his shoulder, from 
his breast, from his knee. It fell upon the floor 
and he let it lie there dishonored at his feet. It 
was as if something in his allegiance to Tessa gave 
way within him that had never snapped before. 
It was not clear to him what or why. Worse than 
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this Tooltsh scrap of paper had he known of Tess, 
living. Why, then, scom it 90 of Tessa, dead? 
Idealizing Tessa, dead or l)>'ing. was like dirabinc 
a mountain of glass. As fast as he gained a little. 
he slipped back. He found hinudf exhaosCed 
with bis loyalty to her )^ht mcmocy. This did 
not so much haunt him as taunt him. Then be 
rcmcmbcnxl that last day. and sennti^'dy be (cored 
lest he might do thi: defenceless dead Jt mocta] 
wrong. Ought he not to think of Tena, to djream 
of her, to dwell with her, wbcie she had left off? 
Not where she was, and as she was before chat 
lost uplifted hour. The great struggle between 
the quick and the dead, ancient as tbe lint gra\T. 
and young as the last love, and mystcnous as tbe 
silence which fnllowB death, coatended over tbe 
man. 

With tbe touch of superstitina that tempts tbe 
wisest and mislco/ls the weakest. Perns looked 
about the silent room; then gazed steadily at the 
portnut over his mantel. It n-os almost a painful 
likeness — the coquettiiih iryes, the hard Unea about 
the mouth. He gathered the gauze dreas and laid 
it down upon tbe lounge. It couU oot have 
said that ho handled it without raq»ct~no. 
without genUeoeci. But in his expnagioo, 
his coosoausness. it was as if aoinetbing faN|. 
broken. 

"Teaaa," he saM. aloud, "what I found 
spoiled the dress. Thenj is no help (or it' 

He seized the beautiful nibe without ootnptmo- 
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tion and crushed it into the Franklin stove. He 
jammed it upon the embers of the httle fire that 
he had lighted and held it there. It flared and 
blazed brilliantly, roaring up the chimney. He 
could have sworn that the embroidered butterflies 
writhed. Panting, he sat dov\-n and watched the 
thing bum. Then he turned his head again and 
looked over his shoulder. 

"Tessa? Listen. Have you anything to say to ' 
me?" 

From what brain cell or heartbeat, from what I 
fact or fancy did the answer start? To the day of 
his death the etlucated man will not discuss with < 
any person the emotion that mastered him when 
the empty room thrilled or seemed to thrill about 
him, and grew or seemed to grow articulate with 
seven half -mocking, half-plaintive words: 

" MyrionI Why don't you kiss my ringt" 

The great sy.item of salvation that we call the 
humorous, which preserves the bidancu of char- 
acter and the poise of fate, interposed between 
Ferris and the tragedy of hiB too intense emotion. 
Jane Ferris rushed in screaming. Behind her 
trooped a distracted family. 

"The house is afire!" cried Jane. 




yelled Trip. "Bully for you. Papal You're set 
the house afire!" 
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— ^it proved to be the shovel — ^and with it packed 
the burning debris down. As she did this, some- 
thing detached itself from the smothered embers 
and flew up the chimney wfldly. It was an em- 
broidered butterfly that had escaped, unsinged. 

''I must open all your windows/' complained 
Jane Ferris, " to let out the soot The odor will 
suffocate you." 

" Anything you please/' said Ferris, in a strange 
tone. He glanced about the study poignantly, 
as if he were taking farewell of something, and 
walked with strong steps through the two long 
halls. 

In the drawing-room he sat down ceremoniously, 
as though he had been a guest imder his own roof. 
Ann had gone to send Trip back to bed, and the 
house had resimied its decorum and its usual still- 
ness. Jane and Honoria sat on the sofa. It was 
a blue damask sofa, and against it he perceived 
that the tall outline of Honoria showed in white. 
She had slipped from her travelling dress into a 
woollen gown of the cream tint dear to women. 
It was belted and clasped at the throat by a gold 
cross. Something of the severity of her uniform 
clung to the air of the dress. 

"Jane/' he observed, "it is still eariy, and I 
am not going back to that room just yet. If 
you will excuse me, I want to talk with Honoria. 
You don't mind, do you?" he added, as an after- 
thought. 

**Not in the least," said Jane, primly. "Only 
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you know, Myrton, it is very late; it is about ten 

o'clfx:k/' 

** I don't care if it is midnight." said the invahd. 

with an abandoned air. 

** But then you mij^ht not slecp^" 

"Ilanp my sUvp!** cried the prufess/»r. 

Jane mse with a grieved loc^k. *'If yn\i arc p''- 
in^' t> swear, Myrton — " 

She tii)l^i<:'d out, and the long, blue silk ii^-rtitTc 
tell l»elur.v! l:er. 

Tlie room was brilliantly lighte<l. and all its colr»r- 
v.v^ was cool and ri».h. Against the long mirror. 
tb.irty feet away, tlie grt-at Venus stoot!, resi'Ien- 
• ler.t. without tricks or trap]Mngs c»t plush or p;inel. 
re:k'ctrl, nr>t relievol, within th.e glass. Tess»i*s 
]»iai: • w.is dosed. At the w inflows the thick cur- 
tair.s V. ^■^e drawn. The unfrerjuented, ur.familiar 
p>"in xeined as f- n ign to Ferris as if he had l>con 
ill t::e h'V.isc ^^i ar."tluT ni.iu. He s;it driwn *z\ the 
s :.' b« <i!e Hoiv-ria. w!;.) had n«»t siH)ken. 

II'- :i:^i:i ] n.iisely \\:;ere lie ha-l left <^ft. 

".\:-.- V"U l: 'ir.L: t • :narr\' Pri'sident Hildrelh ' * 

"W: y .!i y u ] i r>i-i <".'" s^iil Hom^ria. col«!Iy. 
" 1: '• ;.:;:. ■;. -; n;e." 

\:' ': ;.; i:..: t - ::■ ;rry l.i'n*'" rriteratel Ferris. 

■ I > ' . "i \\. !.t r.'- ! ' '" 
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i ::..'.* :i ! ,i:.^v. i :r i i:;y question. 
1 1 . • 



■ I 



■1 :- t \. re'lir.L: V' ur char- 



« • 



"No marriage could be better for you," argued 
Ferris. " I mean, as the world considers marriage. 
There is nothing that he could not offer you — no 
position, no luxury, no comfort. Within a year 
he will be ambassador to France or Germany. He 
is a fine fellow. He is a good man. And he has 
loved you ever since he knew you. The offer of 
his hand is an honor to any ;voman. I believe he 
has that in his lieart which will make any woman 
happy. He is my friend. I trust him. I want to 
be sure that you know what you are about; I want 
to be quite sure. You ought to understand what 
you are declining." 

" I understand perfectly," said Honoria, in an 
even voice, " that I am declining to spend my life 
with one of the best and strongest men I have ever 
known. As you say, he could offer me every com- 
fort — e-xcepting one." 

"Do you mind telling me what that is?" 

"The comfort of lovmg him," replied Honoria, 
quietly. 

" But why do you not love him? Tell me why. 
How can you help it?" 

" 1 don't know," said Honoria, without hesitation. 
" I wish I did." 

Ferris regarded her sombrely, 

" Well. I have done the best I can for him. You 
will tell him so, won't you?" 

" It doesn't strike me that I shall," Honoria an- 
swered, with a slight, uneasy smile, 

"This is a ridiculous rOle to play," FerriB burst 
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forth. "I feel like a fellow in a popular novel — 
one of the romantic school, 'where things are not 
what they seem.' You know the kind. He de- 
liberately goes to work to set the girl adrift in 
a runaway balloon — cuts the roi)es himself, and 
then stands gaping after her; he calls it destiny. 
he spells it with a big D. I read one such last 
week.'* 

" llcm^ did she come down?** asked Honoria. 
**Or is she still going up? Did she admire him fiT 
his admirable de.xteritv?** 

*'She jum]H.Ml overboard, if I remember. She 
said that she ])referred death mth him to a balloon 
witliout him." 

*'Oh, diil she?" (observed Honoria. Her manner 
was as lij^ht and as j>erfectly adjustc<l as that i-f 
a s -rioty W' »man sitting out a dance in a conserwi- 
t"ry. It ncrde«l a regal costume, and quarrellel 
with Ikt sevrre wliite gown an<l the tleck c»f SiUTc^l 
y'l\ :.t lur throat. 

"I .!: 1 n<'t suiijiMSc*," pri'Cti.^U'vl Ferris, with a 
i'' f.-.r. thai wa\ed this digressi^ai out (►f the Ci^n- 
•.' : :': n. **t!i.it anyb«Kly was ever f«>ol eni>ugh ti> 
• i • v.v :. i:.i!.;.:s in real liU' — Hont»ri.i. listen to me." 

"I a:!i 1: •• r.in'/." s»iid litMicria, I'entlv. 

" L- k at v.e. 1 1' *\v -ria." 

!!■ :• • .'.:i:..' 1: ;■ liftrd « l-etlientlv. For an instant 
1.' .'■. : • r ■■■•::■•■■ ! :•: .i !«MMti!-.:l iTii<t ti^il r.o ^\lrth- 
" il ' ■ ri I. i: I ■.". ' :• .: i^.i:i ii. !«■.: 1 of a n:iin:- 
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Honoria rose from the sofa and retreated from 
him against the blue wall. 

"Don't you think that we have talked enough? 
This is — hard." She drew in one quick, agitated 
breath. He got to his feet and cxmfronted her. 

" You must know — ^you must see — I cannot live 
without you.'* 

"Can't you, professor?" 

" No, nor I can't live with you. You have grown 
too dear. I cannot bear it any longer. I can't 
bear it when you are away. I can't stand it when 
you are here. You see, the trouble is, Honoria, I 
love you." 

" Do you, professor? I didn't think you did." 

" What can a man do ?" demanded Ferris. " How 
can he offer his ruined life — sick, dependent, crip- 
pled, a pensioner on her mercy — to a woman?'* 

** I don't mind any of those things," said Ho- 
noria. 

**0h, you have the pity of a redeeming spirit I 
But I won't have your pity! I won't accept a sub- 
stitute." 

*' Nor would I give you one," Honoria lifted her 
head. Then it drooped before him, " I could take 
care of you. I could make you better, I think." 

*'You shall not marry me to make me better I 
I will not accept the sacrifice." 

"What sacrifice?" she asked. 

"My God, Honoria!" cried Ferris. "I cannot 
keep this up any longer. If you mean what you 
siiy— " 
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"I mean more than I s:iy/* falterel H'^nori^. 
"ni«»n' ihaii I can say — more than I dare I'v" 

Like a {'h\c that recreates a map, the man a i- 
vamt<; i..\v.ir«ls her. Slie eanie half-way t« • nitit 
liis l"\i'. ;is she h:u\ eonie all the wav V* nHt-t 5::s 

m 

sutU':•il^^^ lnere<lulMns. e\:iUi''l. ecslalie, l;e *\tv\\ 
l»;jrk iiii'l lieM her "lY- her faee in liis twi» sh.akir.^ 

" I*iit V"'a s.ii'l y<»u sai-! thai y«iu lunl y- 'ur l::"c 

t' . I:-, r. 

"I I" ■':M rvr V'«urs." saitl Il«>n<>ria. 



T 
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I . . . ■. 
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« ■ ■ 



i' nv!;-;u'..- . .f j' .y srl \n at f.rsi m'-re si;S:!v 

■ ■ ' --vi- '"i-ly in»'.!i ila- slriekeii man. I:> :r.'.- 

"r r'.rv t Wiis ;::i inler.se rraeti'«n, wliieh s*x*:v.- 

• :"' 'Ml I' :;:-; .s'rc:ii;th. He w.is i ^. li.ii'T'V l . 
.\ ■ ' ' : .:* lu- \\<rv ill < a* wi-l! ; hnt H- •:: 'ri:-. u..:<V.- 

• • w::!;-^:! .inxiflv. S;:e j-r -1 'niji-: ?v ' 

• ' . : r. t'lra"! ! • t'.'- 1: -.: it.il ■ -^ly : . ># - 

:..••.-' ..^ s-"'M .i< j'">si!'le. In h«.T 

• •■ !.•■ i..il iluiiv^'eil S'» ih.it luT ;:e.;n 

'.'. :"• ;- :Ta'. 

• V ■■• ' i:^. {': c si'i-iy. \v.iili:;v: t • -r lur. 

. •': . •;• -::»%!.t : »itt::s Shi- r.in int.* 
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Then he, who had so long known the divine 
passion of her pity, said to his heart: 

** I have learned what her tenderness will mean/' 

The winter was a cold one, but the invalid did 
not feel it. He lived in the climate of the summer 
lands, and walked in that garden on the hither 
side of Eden which only sacred history knows* but 
whose mystical name it has not re(X>rded. It is 
the garden of the bud whose blossom is the rapture 
of earth, and whose fruit is the desire of heaven. 
It is the only land in the topography of human 
feeling where a woman is a queen. There are 
others where she is called such, herself knowing 
the name to be a sweet subterfuge. In this alone 
she asstmies the ideal of herself, and rules her sub- 
ject lord. 

Honoria reigned gently. She found little space 
for the coquetries of betrothal; she was so bent 
upon her business of ciuing him. He often won- 
dered how it would have been with her if she had 
promised to marry a well man. Apparently she 
did not wonder at all. As she had ministered^ so 
she loved, without a thought of herself — dedicated, 
wonderful. Before she loved she had been pity 
impersonate. Loving, she became woman essential. 

We smile at the old word adoration, mossed, like 
the elect of the roses, by the lovers of all time* 
Scarcely less — nothing more modem or more un- 
tried by the masculine instinct— <xntld have de- 
fined the feeling of Ferris. 
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** I am losing my head/' he crierl, one day '* I 
do not discriminate you. Yoxx must have your 
faults. Why do I not sec them ? What htv t!:ev '"' 

"Those that I don't know you will lin'i i»ut t- r 
yourself.** She laughe<l, but soIktcI quickly 
" Hut those I do are very important. Tliey are 
n()l on the surface, like some faults: they are fun- 
damental an<l serious, accordingly." 

" Warn me against them/* jx^rsiste*! Ferris. " I 
know yt>u are genennis enough — if I ask you.'* 

" I shall do what you ask me. You know that/' 
said Ilonoria, reproachfully. 

"Oh, come! Then I wcui't ask vou. Yi»u know 

■'I1;en I will tell y<»u without asking.*' confessi'-i 
ll<'!i"na. "I think my w->rst fault is pretty tleep 
!<n\n. It is ihe n* 1 l»eing willing t'> be s^'t a<ide. 
t !m 'im Kns. It is the era\ing to help. I ntx^I 
: ' 1 «• !;ee- !»•']. I 1- -ve to he lovol.'* 

"^'<''.^ will tind iUaX fault to !)e incurable, then.'* 
(•:« ! i'<rris. ra}»tun 'Usly. **V«»u will ni-\er !ia\t' 
• « ■ .'.I e t» <»\ere"Tne it. Xetnl to |te net*«!i'»!* 
L •>« t • !'<• 1 M'.l! If I c.m't do anytliing els** for 
■.': t -ilk. <:< v»-n'leT'.t. 'lepre^^sin;! fellMW- I can 
' ' • t' ,1 .;:-...M r!:e fr.r.d is big enough. Dniw 

■ • ■ • • r. i !■ ■!:■ n.i '"' 

!■ '/'. t."' I ■!•.!:!:::.! ll-'n-'ria. humbly. "I 

<" • ■ * ■:'■:■'. ^' ".* \\] -t l-e-'T'le SUlYef Ves. aT'.d 

• ...:■':•. :■ .! * .:!! !iel • 'i;!v t!:c suk 

: * ..'■. ' ' '■ :! V. IS nr/ ]),trtieulir way * ! 

^ ' ■■ . ::. .■•■ ! :. ■.'.:: .• :! I ani s- -rrv for everv- 
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thing, for everybody. I am sorry most of the time. 
I want to comfort something, to ease somebody's 
pain — I want to lift the eveiiasting load. I can't 
sit still and see it. It's like standing by and see- 
ing a horse crushed tmder a dray and not raising a 
finger. It's like passing a lost child or a lost dog 
on the street, and not taking troiible about it. I 
can't do that. I don't know how to do it. I've 
always been afraid I should be made to do it, just 
because it's the one thing I fed I could not bear. 
... I think I could bear almost anything else/' 
said Honoria. 

"And now," suggested Ferris, "you have got 
to be sorry and do something about it for the rest 
of your life." 

** Thank God I have!" Honoria smiled divinely. 
He was on his lounge, and she knelt on the floor 
beside it and laid her cheek to his. 

Then he began to deprecate her tenderness. 

"Happiness is driving the chivalry out of met 
I feel as if I were taking tmmanly advantage of 
your compassion — it is xmfathomable. I never 
saw anything like it!" 

" I thought we had done talking about compas- 
sion," said Honoria. 

" But love ought to bring a woman everything 
I cannot give you : ease of heart, ease of life, free- 
dom from harassing care. You are binding your- 
self to a lifelong load — " 

" It will be as light as the heart that lifts it," 
said Honoria. 
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Honoria slid away, and presently be heard her 
sensitive voice at the piano. She sang: 

"Then they who once have sown in tears. 
Shall reap again in joy." 

" Why have you never concerned youraelf with 
my religious education?" Ferris asked, when she 
came back. " From your point of view you must 
have felt that I was sacrificing my qnritual diplo- 
ma." 

"Oh, I have never been afraid. I have always 
been sure that it would come out right when you 
got well. Faith is health. Unbelief is a malady." 

"You may be right, for aught I know," ad- 
mitted Ferris. 

"Anybody who has ever done hospital work," 
said Honoria — "I mean, anybody who thinks and 
feels — must cither believe everything or nothing 
at all. Nothing can explain this world except an- 
other." 

" Love explains it!" he exclaimed. " Heaven ex- 
plains it, as you say. I was in hell, Honoria. Now 
I am in heaven. You cannot stagger me with any 
miracle after this. Anything might occur — even 
lx;rsonal immortality — so far as I can see. Noth- 
ing would surprise me now." 

In the mist of promise that blxirs the country 

o! delight, the sick man began to find his strength. 

His improvement disappointed Honoria a little; 

it was slower than she had hoped. But she did 
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n"t It'll him sd, and to him who h:i'l s'.i:T«n'I s^ 
V'U'fi ar.'l S') much, this gradual and imr^TSvi ri- 
lr:iM* was a marvt'llnus affair. Ho was hkc .i k:.:'. [ 
lunMiii; ihc pa^cs nf a wndcr-lxytk. 

"I ihouj^ht you said ynu had t-xhausto! > -r 
ns-'ura's/* he riMnitiia-d hrr. 

I^l'A' liflrd a ]»air «»f limiil ryt'S. "S* I had. 
t!:« !i. \n\v — why, now I havunt l^'^un t''* dr.iw 
"11 tlu'm/* 



It was winliT I'V thi' ilimalf. hut sprinj; by ihv 

( ^ : Imt whin liny wcTc niarrifil. Thcri' wus a 

l.J- M.irrh day. ar.il a wild mountain sn-'W-sl'-nri 

•'V. • ; I •l-iwn u]M>ii Ki)utlr(l)^L'. Fhit this di^f r t 

• - •" t" In* "f (onsi'fjUfiu'f. Ferris scaavly r.'- 

". ■ it, .'s H.-rvria l.ad fiannl that ]w mii^lit. .md 

•■■'I- w.:< !■• \'r iiri w« -Mini^. hut a m.im.ii:i-. 

:• .: i:^:tlrrid. Tlu- " lunuillunus I in vac y" of 

:■' V. ' ir''.Ti:4 wlntiTU'>s slnit llKin in kindlv. and 

■' ■ . 1 ■. ' i il ar.d laUL:!ird i-l it. 

I- •'■ 1 \-\r p'om t-a- i;ri .it Wnus (that ha»l rc- 
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lieved only by her own reflection. I had a fantastical 
feeling as if we ought to have her name on the marriage 
certificate : 

** * Witness to the marriage of Myrton Ferris and Honoria 
Tryde: — Venus Victrix,*" 

And now the solemn mirade of joy b^;an its in- 
credible work. So constant was her presenoCt so 
exquisite her care, so infinite her tendemesSt that 
only a dying man cotdd have refused life and vigor 
from the boimty of her love. To love greatly has 
been called a kind of genius, and Honoria, who had 
pitied greatly, added the supreme gift to her nature 
and the supreme possession to his life. TirdesSt 
inventive, executive, her heart ran in advance of 
his wishes, of his needs, even of his whims. Now 
that the barriers between them were down, her ten- 
derness became a sublimated thing. In all his 
troubled past he had never imagined that mar- 
riage could be what he found that it was. 

Like all men he had spelled woman by the or- 
thography of his own experience. Three women 
had related themselves to his life — ^the domestic, 
the frivolous, and now the strong; and this last 
had effaced the others, as words efface the alpha- 
bet. 

Since the day of the ancient story it has been 
true that out of strength will come forth sweetness; 
and strong sweetness is the royal house of life. 

They had kept to his old rooms for the quiet of 
them, and sometimes in the night, when he waked 
and found her by his side, he could have thought 
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that lie luid been the victim of isome intricate t 
cinntion; that he hatl never b«ai crippled or fll;^ 
that he had never been neglected and deaolate^ 
that he had never sunk into the pit ritxn whi^ a 
had rimwn him. 

She waked at a breath, as nuraes do. What i 
had called her resources seemed to be as tinelea ■ 
divinity. If be had pennictcd it the would haw 
read to him half the night when be could not ■ 
In the Kmall gleam of the rose-candle he watched 
bcr move about his room oa little ministxies for 
liis ajnifort. She WM tnuisfigured before him— «o 
angel, no spirit, but u wife who knew bow to lo\-e- 
To turn his check upun hiir hand was Uic. She 
fed htm with her tenderness as one feeds tbe fanK 
ishing. 

Hnnoria was jealous of her privilege. Life had j 
defrauded him. He should be reimbtnaed of bcr. 
One love had dcfaultt-d t*) him. Hers should en- ] 
duw him beyond his desivst dream. He had fa 
hurt and wronged and misread. She would I 
him. bocauso she understood him. It m 
her that her be;ut would bnak if ibe oould i 
cure him. For Ferris, he had ceased to think < 
himself, whether his recked body would be lost or J 
Bu\-od. He thought of her. 

At times Honoris was critical and impatient of I 
the joy mirade, becauie it moved cautiously ao4 I 
dowly. She who had been ao tactful and instruct' 1 
ed a nurse, waiting nn the leisure of nature, d^l 
mundcd the phenomenal for his aaltc 
"9* 



She thought of those whose creed holds to the 
cure of the sick by faith and who treat them with 
the therapeutics of prayer, and wondered if the 
world will ever teach its student souls how to deal 
with the great remedy of love. Could love, as the 
sacred words put it, "do all things?" Was it de- 
ficiency of the love power that caused the half of 
human ills? Or failed to cure the other half? If 
we loved as he of Bethany was loved — what might 
we do? What might we not? Would the graves 
starve? 

In April, before the anniversary which both 
dreaded, but of which neither spoke, she went to 
the limits of her courage and took him away. 
Honoria had never reinforced the idle, conventional 
medical advice, which turns off anywhere and any- 
how the patient whom it cannot cure. She did not 
chatter about change and travel, nor send to hotels 
or sanitariums a man who had lost the natunU 
relations of health to the world of sound. 

"There is nothing for it but your own house." 
she said. 

She took a little furnished cottage on the north 
shore of Massachusetts and moved him there — 
with Philos. In the stimulating peace which de- 
scends upon the shore before the summer mad* 
ness, they hid themselves and hojjcd. There, love 
and the sea wrought their will upon him, and un- 
expectedly, as a search-light flashes from a ship, 
he began to mend. 

Short walks and long drives busied tho happy 
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AaySt and at n^ht he dept Iflcc a woilctnE-nun. 
Between lovdtght and bcalthlight the nkdiance m 
hk e>-es was socnetinus so inUmse that it blinded 
Honoria. She who had ministered to so mucA cuf- 
fcring, and be who hod home so much, were as in- 
credulous of joy as an ^rurth-sick soul is of heaveo, 
man'cllinf; U it can lie in the nature of blcsMdacas 
to be iiermancnt. 

Into this paradJK came one day the prendcDt <d ■ 
Routledge. Perns had been for a ride acroai 1 
long beach, and comtng in hod gone i 
rest. AlthouiUi be heard voices in the i 
parlor he did not concern himw^f until Ho 
came up and told him who was then, 

" He has come on an important rnruid," she s 
In her manner ho perceived ft grave, cuntr 
excitement. Slie did not follow htm donm-st 
but left the two men alone together. Hildreth a 
Bumcd at once his perfectly adjusted attitude, c 
erin^ all cmbamsBment, eliL^inf* every pause. 
cold spring tide was coming in, and they lat in I 
warm house and watched it while they talked. 

"It is amazing." suggested Hildreth, going ' 
the window. " the comfort of these fui 
ocean cottages. Tb^ are one of the ronst tnt< 
ing luxuries of our luxurious day. One ooold 1 
here all winter." 

He stood for a few moments with his bock t 
host and his face towards the sea. Ferris 1 
that he was now about to find out what his fri 
ha<l come for. 

joo 



Hildreth turned abruptly. " Yuu are better." 

" It is said to be hard to make a sick man say 
so, but indectl I am. You can sec it for yourself, 
can't you?" 

" I don't know whether it is miracle or magic, 
but I see a marvel. Mrs. Ferris tells me that you 
will recover." 

"Even that has beg\m to seem possible," ad- 
mitted Ferris. "We rode by the golf-links to-day; 
I really think if I had a brassie I could have made 
a drive — not that she would let me. I am under 
pretty strict orders." 

"Ferris," said Hildreth, "I have accepted an 
appointment, after all. The President has done me 
the honor to send me to Austria, I go in Septem- 
ber. I shall resign from Routledge in commence- 
ment week." 

He paced up and down the cottage parior; his 
profile cut betn-een Ferris and the sea. His face 
was the face of a man to whom change, distrac- 
tion, travel, diplomacy, must become the substitutes 
for home. He waved aside the words in which 
Ferris struggled to reply; he did so with the man- 
ner of one who would strike out all superfluities 
from a vital interview. 

" Did you see that Gamaliel L. Strong was dead ?" 
he asked, with an irrelevance which Ferris did not 
follow. 

" Oh yes, I saw it. If I had been well I would 
ha\'e travelled any distance to his funeral. I 
think the man was so misguided as to love mc. 
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Ilo was tlu* nnly IrMstii* \vhi» tli'l. If I rcmorr.l^T. 
I us(m1 i(. tell y«'ii llial Irustivs touUln't. He \v.tN 
alw.jvs •'«M)(1 to mt*." 

"lit- is j^'iMid 1.) yni still/* sui;i:este«l Hilirtti:. 
with ;. \\'^h{, l'ri:.:l;t. siv.ik'. "He has loft i-. v. ill 
wliicli e'»]^;enis yMi." 

"('"nirn^s ;>;i'/" 

"llr i:i-l"\\s t!u* i'ri">iiK'iitial ^Iticc with av. .:^- 
s'si;i:;l. < r \\]iat«\<T v«>u inav c.iU it ; i-.i-.vtr:::- .• 
iM.iM'>s.i:'y t" n'!ii'\c «'!U' <'t" the usual ilnhiiji-rv 
<»!' \\\- ]'tisiii"!i. lie <»r.ly st:!«ul.ites ih.at ihis u:> 
'a!-v!'i.:y sImII l-e a R«njtlol.;^'0 L:ra'luatc. This !> 
• :■■' •■ ■■•'. ^:.t' v'T-: iiti'-n. that when I rcMiZTi Vj -u t.-.k- 

1 '•.' :]'] •::■■• ''-^i.r-.! y.-u!'* irie-l I'\'rn>, tUH'.ir.^ 
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that sort of thing. I should have to be perfectly 
free to do what I can, to stop where I must, I 
should have to work below the surface, not on it. 
There is not a corporation in this land that would 
accept a president such as I should have to be. 
It's impossible!" 

" There is not a college that would not be better 
off with such a president as you can be," replied 
his friend, with warm conviction. "Why not a 
new departure in these old schools as well as every- 
where else? That seems to have been Strong's 
idea. In fact, I have not told you; there is an en- 
dowment besides. He has put the treasury upon 
a basis where it cannot afford not to give you full 
swing," 

" ■ This is too histrionic to be credible, ' ' interrupted 
Ferris, battling with his rising emotion. 

"On the contrary." replied the college president, 
"such things are too common to be dramatic. You 
know as well as I do how often personal considera- 
tions are attached to university endowments. I 
had some talk with Mr. Strong the last week of his 
life. He explained to me pretty well what lie 
meant. He wished some radit:al changes in the 
traditions of the executive offict — less begging for 
funds, and more personal relation with tlie under- 
graduates. He wishe<l to get down to tlie boys' 
hearts. He wished you to be a creati(5n among 
college officers, I think he had in mind a sort <i 
paternalism in college government. He said the 
boys loved you. He spoke of your misfortune. 
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your sufTering, your fortitude. He said that you 
couM loach them things the rest of us c<»iiM n«»l." 

" It seems to me that you tlescrihe a eolltvt-* ikis- 
t^r." said Ferris, with a trembling smiU-. 

**(\ill it what you i)leasc*. I newr s;iw a {uist- r 
who e. »uld i!o jirceisc-ly what Stnmg fxixxrtol i-f 

VoU." 

"Pr«)])cTly underUiken. it might l>e a valuaMo 
(•du(\ili«>nal exi)erimcnl,** crieil Ferris, eagerly. 

"\'i»u w<»uld n<»t have to waste yi»urs<*ll, you 
scv," sir^L^c'Sted Ilildrrlh: ** the way nv^st of us (!*>-- 
tilliiii^ ]»ul»Hi' r«Mes, an<l j»ulting small Icatl into i!i>- 
]»l;iy tvjH-. Some of tlu* faculty couM re{»res<"nt 
\i'U al ilusi* ]»urgat"rial haiKjucls - "" 

"Aii'l >«'t," intt-rruplrd l-\'rris, "y«»u arc g"ing 
int'» .1 W'-rlil t»f l»a!i«jurts. I shouldn't suj»{^k<* 
c- -'.111 '!ip.r.« r> would Ik- a m.jrkoil im]'r"Vtin«-nt 
■ I )i I I N.iv thrv wtTf?" askiil Hildreth. 

** r.-:t I i\:nn"t sir." c^aUiiiUi-d ihr profess- t. 
^•]"'\]v. " h« 'W all lliis has i- nu- alK»ut -whv I 
'■;■ •:; i };.i\.- I'lTii M-ltTtiMl. tied ilu-re in niv studv. 
^li'il ..w ;. ;:' -in tin* atlriliwn . .|' alTairs, t!u' valiu'S 
. t ..'!'. :. .:. I ]n:!'.t 111". I' • ri-iii\c suih an hon».r 
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beyond the academic public as far as you have. 
You have reached the omnipotent people. Action 
and attrition are all well enough; any of us can 
talk and act. Thought and solitude — and suffer- 
ing, Ferris— these, when all is said, remain the 
great motive powers of the world. Again, you 
forget how they have equipped you." 

"I suppose I could make the venture," replied 
Ferris, in a low voice. " If I failed I should be the 
first to know it." 

"As you say, it is an experiment, but I hope you 
will try it, Ferris. I have thought of it a great deal. 
I believe I have thought it through. I believe in 
it. And you know I believe in you." 

"Hildreth — " began Ferris, but he choked. He 
who had never thought to do a man's work again 
could not trust himself to any words; they were too 
frail a bridge. 

"What a heavy tidel" said Hildreth, going to 
the window. "The ocean seems to want some- 
thing. Does he often call like that?" 

" He is calling for you," said Ferris, sadly. 
" Pretty soon it will be between us, President HU- 
dreth ■■ 

The two men clasped hands silently. Both fdt 
what neither said, that there ^-as that between 
them deeper and wider than the sea. Yet both 
remembered that each had answered to the emer- 
gency when the other caUed*-as men do in such 
cases, without any fuss about it and without many 
words. A friendship which has achieved as much 
30 s 
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as this for any two souU will not, though ttftppetri 
pass out of the substance into tbc shadows of 

Ferris retained the sea-shore cottage for the mm- 
mer. and there he waxed in strength and lived a 
salt life. Jano and the boy and the »er\*anu > 
the two. who dkl not prolong their rapturoas 
tude. Jane meant some day to gu back to her 
house and pack misaonory barrels for TahitL 
she did not say so; there would be time enoo^ 
that when Myrton ooukl spare her. Twice tn 
life Jane had been necessary to Myrton. and 
had !»hc ceased to be. Jane did not complain. 

In the vigor of his recovered life, the profi 
came to think with impaticnco or distaste of 
Routledge house, where be hod suffered so 
that even the glamour of his bridal weeks 
not leleaac him from its bends. In fact, be 
returned to it to move out of it. 

One day, when they were podm^g book* 
sorting papers in his study, Hooorio 
the mdiometcr, dtsui!ed and dusty, U 
shelf. It was a brilliant day, an<l shi 
September sun. 

" It whirls as conscientiously as an electric 
be obcervod. 

" It bu no more conscience than a danrim 




"Dear old Branderl" said Ferris. "I 
won't bore him to play secretary. For a ; 
least, it won't harm him." 
.1** 



"I thought you said he couldn't spell." 
The professor laughed. "Any stenographer can 
spell. Why should it be expected of a college 
graduate? Brander has spent his vacation in a 
business school." 

The flitting went like a picnic. Honoria shield- 
ed him merrily from eveiy annoyance or petty 
care, as a woman delights to shield her scholar 
when she loves him; and he moved from his hos- 
pitalized house into the president's cheerful man- 
sion as if he had slipped into another room. For a 
few nights he was disturbed by the crying of the 
river, as she had foreseen. But this did not last. 



When the term opened he called his students to- 
gether and explained to them, in a measure, his 
purposes in their behalf. Even from the first he 
assumed with them what might be termed the con- 
fidential footing. 

Already one hears him called by the name ao 
dear to educators — the Arnold of America. The 
traditions of his personal story had come down 
from class to class during his long retirement, and 
he was surprised and touched to find himself at the 
very outset a hero to his college. 

The relation that should exist and sometimes 
does, but more often misses between a father and 
his sons has been cultivated at Routledge between 
the president and the undergraduates to an extent 
which has been an object of respect and ottett' 
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tion in colleges less fortunate. It has bi^cn rj)tict>i 
that the new president ix>ssesses in an iinusu.il 
(Icirrro what wc call divination of character, ar. ! 
it is to the education of chanictcr as well as :■ 
tht' accumulation of knowlc\lge that he has <<•: 
himself with the joyous cnerp>' of a man wh-» 
kiinws better than most of us how t> value l-th 
and ]>n>portion them. All sorts anrl con^litior.s <i 
sliKlcnts have passed beneath his firm but st^r.si- 
ti\c liaiid— the athletic, the studious, the stupi !, 
tlK" mrrry — but it is s;iid that the boy who is sick 
(T tl.r b<»y wh.o is tempte<l loves him mi.'jst. 

It w;is t«>ld of him with real feeling at an alumni 
dii^.TUT Ti^t l'»njT a^'i», " His heart is a hr>sjnL:d. H:s 
slM'ly is a ci»nfi'ssi<»nal." The sjvaker was y*'Ur.^ 
Pn»fiss«»r Yewscrk, now filling the chair "f En^b^<h. 

**A!-d tlie ni'W wife?'* i>rivately aski^l an alum- 
ivis ir ?m tliO Wi'st, who had not "kept up" with 
m '■:< rr. hi^t"ry. 

'■'I'iic Madoiinii of the c«»llcge," repliotl Ycws«.Tk, 
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"Ai'.r" r« joined tiie Westerner. "Th.ey ivcur 
« ' -. i' ■•..•.!*.'/. Wc had • T.e such at Plullijis when 
I . . - .1 1 S!:c \%< n* a w.iter-lily f* t a bracelet. 

'■' ■ ■.■•:.;'. t < I :"l!1'.\ns ^irai^lu. She h.ad Ik^mi an 
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Routledge River. The boy plays there and the 
dog. Sometimes they wander to the banks and 
frolic in the water, as boys must, and dogs. But 
if they stay too long the ever-womanly that al- 
ways sees and must protect, but does not nag, 
steals down across the vivid grass to eay: 

"Philos, run to master." Or, "Trip, Papa will 
be uneasy. You know why." 

The boy and the dog run laughing and barking, 
but the spaniel leaps ahead. For father is a strong 
word ; but master is a deity. And wife is the god- 
dess of all the words. 

Now, sometimes on a summer's evening, when 
the Glee Club is abroad, it pauses by the way before 
the president's house — the singing students know- 
ing that he loves music, his college, and themselves. 
Once, it is remembered, a rollicking sophomore be- 
gan in a careless tenor; 

"Ncily was a lady—" 

But Mrs. Ferris, in her white dress, glided down 
across the lawn, and with an almost imperceptible 
backward motion of her hand towards tlic river 
checked the lad. This may be why the impression 
has gone about that the president prefers cheerful 
songs, and when the boys have given him their best 
and gayest— with now and then their tenderest- 
and study hours frown, they stroll on laughing, 
singing as they laugh, one might say, as they breathe. 
309 
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From far down the elm-arched street the college 

yell rings back: 

Hi-hu-rahl" 

Then swellinj^, diminishing, thrilling, rises ani 
falls ilio ancient ch'.^rus. boni for the universitu."S 
uf Germany two hundreil years ago— tu-Jay as 

young as boyho^xl, as eternal as joy: 

•Tiaudeamus igiturl" 

Ferris ami Honi^ria stand between the Doric pil- 
lars and listen to the S'.»ng — he with his blurring 
nunv.'ries. >l;e with her indomitable hope. Voz 
1 '\e is eitl.tr li'»j»e tT memorj'. If it fail of the 
alt^ i-:'..itive. it ceasi'S t^ be. Joy is a royal guest, 
]'-.:l I '. e is a »livine Iv'St, and piiin is the scr\*«int 
t);al Waits ^n both. 
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